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ADVERTISEMENT. 



np'HE translations contained in this 
volume, with the exception of a few 
pages, were finished by Miss Smith in the 
year 1 805; and the Preface was read and 
approved by her. Some letters in Mr. 
Klopstock's publication are omitted, to 
avoid repetition; as well as several passages 
in those which are inserted in this collec- 
tion; particularly such as contain remarks 
on the Messiah, as it was thought they 
would appear dry and uninteresting to 
those who are unacquainted with that ad- 
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mirable Poem. In taking the liberty to 
omit such parts of the work as seemed least 
likely to please the English reader, the 
Editor only fulfils the request of her la- 
mented friend, as expressed in her letters 
on this subjeft.* 

Bath, Dic. 1808. 

• See FragmentSi p. 177. 



PREFACE 



TTHHE Letters of Margaret Klopstock, 
-*• printed in the Correspoodeace of Mr. Ri- 
chardson, have been so much admired^ that I flatter 
myself the volume n6yr oflFered to the public will 
want no other recommendatipn, than an assurance 
that it contains the genuine writings of that most 
amiable woman, which were published at Hamburg 
in the year, 1759, by her afflicted husband. To 
the translation of that publication is prefix^ an 
Account of th(e Life and Writings of Mr. Klop« 
stock, with some fetters find papers which t^^d tp 
illustrate the character ,of that great Poet, 
, . I Klopstock, the Milton of Germany, the pride of 
his country, whose piety andvirtue^ still mprethao 
hi^ talents, made him an honpur to human nature^ 
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— Klopstock is scarcely known in England ; while 
on the stage, and in the closet, the principles and 
morals of the rising generation are corrupted by 
an inundation of German' literature, in which the 
boldest flights of genius, the noblest sentiments, 
and the most interesting feelings, are too often 
employed to betray tlie unsuspecting heart. Many 
an admirable pen has been employed to counteract 
the mischiefs which such writings are calculated 
to produce, and may success attend their labours ! 
I have taken a different path in order to attain tke 
sai^e end, ancf will endeavdur to make vice odious, 
by exhibiting virtue in her genuine form. I offer 
to the public no imaginary cliafacters, biit d picture 
drawn from the life.' 'Klopstock is not here 
presented to the reader as the first poet 6f tlie age, 
but as one of the best and 'most amiable of men; 
file tenderest htisband, iht Kiiidest • friend. Bdt 

f • • ' "... : . , * ' . . . . ' 

this is not all: he appeanj in a fatr higher "cha- 
radter. • Falleii in^iti 'inWimt from the height of 
liiimail felicity; called 16 resign ^eh a blessmg 
as few of hi^ fellow mortals evei* possessed, — YiU 
iexkltecl mind^Se^ed fiiarked by ProvlBenee^ to 
^h^w the triiimph of genuine Christiianity. lii this 
4ittle fcoUectlbit^'of letter^;^ a*^ pettetirate ' inW the 
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deepest recesses of his heart : we see how much 
be lored and was beloved. His warm imagination 
and acute feelings made him peculiarly susceptible 
of pleasure and of pain. Blest with the han4 
and heart of one of the most excellent of womeni^ 
be was in every respect "happy past the common 
lot:" when he was called to prove to the world that 
no trial is too great for Christian fortitude to 
support. With hopes always fixed on the invisible 
world, he looked forward to that happy moment| 
when those who have been separated on earth shall 
meet again in heaven to part no more. 

" Strong in this hope, his coi^rters he tomfofts.*^ ' 

Youi^. 

-% . . - 

* ... 4 . , ' 

The love of Gon which glowed in his hearty 
taught him to rest with filial confidence on Hts 
supporting hand, fully convinced that all will work 
together for good to those who feel that love as 
it ought to be felt by a Christian. To the cold 
scepticism which now assumes the venerable nam,^ 
of philosophy, his sentiments may perhaps appear 
absurd and irrational. To such philosophers ^very 
thing which ihei/ do not brieve is superstition, 
every thing vfhich they do not feel is enthusiasm. 
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But leaving them to the darkness which thejr 
prefer to the clear light of revelation, I wish to 
obviate objections which may possibly be madet 
by very sincere and pioas Christians, to some of 
the' sentiments expressed by Klopstock and his 
Margaret with regard to the nature and employ- 
ment of the Angelsy and the state of the soul after 
death. On subjects which are placed so far 
beyond the reach of human reason, and on which 
the word of God gives us only such information as 
is calculated to animate our hopes, but not to gratify 
our curiosity, it may p(erhaps be thought improper 
to indulge the imagination in groundless and un- 
founded speculations ; and Letters from the Dead 
to the Living, or from the Living to the Dead, may 
be received with a smile of contempt, or with a 
frOwn of disapprobation. From this hasty decision 
I venture to appeal to those, and those <m^, whose 
hearts have fek the pain of losing what they 
fondly loved, and who are supported by the hope 
of an eternal union in a happier world. Such 
readers (and in this vale of tears there are many 
such) will view with indulgence the little arts by 
which the mourner tried to soothe his grief. They 
will not suppose that he expected his letters shc^jld 
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really be read by his departed wife, but they wiH 
feel what he felt, and willingly yield to a sweet 
illusion. ■ 

It is true that we know little of the invisible 
world, of the happy spirits who surround the throne 
of the Great Creator, or of the state of those who 
are released from the corruptible body, and from 
all the sorrows of life; but do we therefore doubt 
their existence? and is it criminal to indulge the 
thoughts which are so natural to the heir of im- 
mortality, and to conjecture what certainly we can- 
not prove? We know from the highest authority, 
that there are ministering spirits, sent to minister 
to those who shall be heirs of salvation; and it 
seems not improbable that they may, as Klopstock 
supposes, be peculiarly attached to individuals, and 
being united to them by a friendship, of which 
earthly attachmeiftts give us only an imperfect idea, 
that. they may be employed to protect and giiard 
the objects of their care. This is "a doctrine, 
which has prevailed more or less in every age of 
the church, which is without question most soothing 
and consolatory to human nature, and is certainly 
countenanced by several passages of holy writ, as 
well as by the authority of Origen, TertuUian, and 
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6ther emitieht fathers and commentators/^ This 
Opinion is likewise supported by Grotius, Bishop 
Andrews, Bishop Horne,+ and other eminent dl- 
Tides; and it is not censured by one of the brightest 
luminaries of our own age and nation, whose 
words I have just quoted; and who adds, with the 
mild wisdom, and truly Christian liberality, so 
Conspicuous in all his writings, '^ No one that 
(Cherishes this notion can be charged with weakness 
di* supef stition ; and if it should be at last an error, 
it is (as Cicero says of the immortality of the soul) 
so delightful an error, that we cannot easily suffer 
it to be wrested from us." 

We know that when the body returns to the 
earth as it was, the spirit returns to God who gave 
it ; and it is a pleasing thought, that friends thus 
separated froin us by death may still watch ovef 
us with tender cdncem, may^still behold, and 
perhaps assist, our humble endeavours to perfbrm 
the will of Hiin who reserves for us such happiness 

♦ Ledlures on the Gospel of St. Matthew, by Bishop 
Porteus, vol. ii. p. 82, 83. 

f See his aditiirable Sermon on the Existence and £m- 
{>loynientof Angels, yoI. it. p. Sll. 
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as they now enjoy. We may be mistaken in thh 
idea; but it seems to be an innocent illusion; and 
it has afforded comfort to many wretched mourners, 
on whom unfeeling scepticism has no comfort to; 
bestow. Such speculations tend to disengage us 
fFomsensual pleasures^ and to strengthen our coiit 
nection with the invisible world ; they aniqiate our 
exertions to attain the happiness which is not to 
be found in this life^ and they reconcile us to those 
dispensations of Providence which often call us to 
resign our highest enjoyments^ and oiu* mo3t vir- 
tuous attachments; which command us to forsake 
all, and follow Him, who, for the joy that was set 
before him, endured the cross. Th^t such wpu^ 
their effect on the exalted mind of Klopstock, 
must be evident to all wha are aequaipted witl^his; 
writings ;-*<^and if this little publiQa^ion should 
increase the number of those who study his works 
with the attention they deserve, I flatter myself that 
I am doing an important service to my country; and 
(to borrow the words of the elegant translator of 
Oberon) that not the lovers of poetry •only, but 
whoever loves his neighbour, and adores his God, 
will owe no trivial obligation to the editor who 
makes him better acquainted with the author of 



" The Messiah." This I will endeavour ta do by 
throwing together such particulars as I have been 
enabled to collect, of the life, the character, and 
the sentiments, of this extraordinary man. 

Of his lovely and accomplished wife it is unne- 
cessary to say more than that she was, as Cramer - 
calls her, " Klopstock in feminine beauty." Her 
picture has been already presented to the English 
reader, drawn by her own hand, in her letters to 
Richardson, with such enchanting softness, and . 
such beautiful simplicity, that it is superfluous to 
add any thing on the subject. Those letters shew 
what she was while she was the happy wife of 
Klopstock ; and some of those which are now 
presented to the public, will shew what she was in 
the last dreadful moments of her life; when, with a 
martyr's firmness, she resigned her pure and virtuous 
spirit into the hatids of her Creator. 



MEMOIRS* 



OF 



MR. KLOPSTOCK. 



FREDERICK GOTTLIEB KLOPSTOCK 
was born in Quedlinburg^ July 2^ 1724. He * 
was the eldest of eleven children; six sons, and five 
daughters. His father, who was a mi^istrate of 
Quedlinburg, and afterwards fanned the bailiwicof 
Friedeburg, was a singular character ; but with 
some peculiarities, he possessed many virtues; and 
united great good-nature with extreme uprightness 

* Compiled from papers which were oommunicated by 
Dr. Mumssen, and translated by Miss Smith, to which are 
added extrads from <* Klopstock Er und liber ihn," by 
Professor Cramer ; Hamburg, 1780: and from a Life of 
Klopstock, pobiished in the Monthly Magazine. 
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of principle^ and uneommon firmness and resolution. 
His eccentricities appear to have had no serious 
influence on the education of young Klopstocic 
He left the powers of his body and mind to un- 
fold themselves freely, unrestrained by severity ; 
and his boyish years flowed on in an uninterrupted 
stream of happiness, resulting from a proper dis- 
tribution of his time between serious business and 
innocent relaxation. In a beautiful country, on 
the banks of the Saal, the poet passed his early 
years> under the guidance of a private tutor. He 
was employed during some hours every day in 
^^irtnUg the elements of the languages, and he de- 
viated the remmning part of his time, with youth- 
ful, ilrdour, to athletic exercises. When he was 
'fit for a public school, in his thirteenth year, his 
'&ther to6k hiin to the Gynmasinm at Quedlin- 
bilrg. Hece Klopstock passed three years, un- 
Saaiked by fame, and rather unfolding his corporeal 
^than hid meatal powers ; but the remembrance of 
those unfettered years aflbrded him, ever after, the 
sweetest enjoyment. Even in his old age, he 
intreated all his friends who travelled through 
Quedlinburg, to visit the play-yard where he had 
enjoyed those early pleasures which are never 



[ 3 ] 

forgotten, aivd which; he loved to desoribe even to 
the minutest circumstance. 

It appears that while he attended the Gymna- 
sium, he had in some degree neglected his studies, 
for when speakiifg of his intended riemoval to the 
College, he says, "My father now represented to 
me that I must be particularly industrious, aa the 
time of my remaining at the College would depend 
upon the success of my first examination, and on 
the consequent ^ifLnk which I should obtain in the 
classes. I followed his advice, and again assi** 
duously applied my sdf to Latin and -Greek; and 
I still remember how frequently I walked up and 
down my garret in the heat of the stm, ahd Jtudied 
in the sweat of my brow." His introduction at 
the College is thus described byMr.Chmier. ' His 
father now took him to the College, and the ex- 
amination was arranged. The Re^br conducted 
him into an apartment, and gave him an exercise 
to write, leaving with him Weismailn's Lexicon, 
and a granimar. It was to be compleated in three 
hours, and then he was to ring the bell ; but he 
rung before the appointed time. The Rector ap- 
vpeared. " Is it finished already ?* said he; then 
east his eye over it and sent \^m into the play- 

* B 2 
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groundy where the scholars assembled, as usual, to 
welcome and to ridicule the new comer. One of 
the elder ones came to him with a scornful air, 
and said, *^ K-l-o-p-Klop»stock, is that jrour namef" 
Upon which his uncommbn name was immediately 
edioed and re-echoed, and laughed at. This enraged 
him, and going up to the boy, with a menacing 
air and stem look, he answered, ^^ Yes, my name is 
Klopstock :" and from this time he was never as- 
sailed with any railleiy, particulaijy as the Rector 
highly applauded his exercise, and immediately 
ga^e him the highest place in the third class. 
... Klopstock was in his sixteenth year when he 
proceeded from the Gymnasium to the College^ 
HEhere his diaracter as a man and as a poet began to 
be .displayed in a very advantageous point of view. 
T.he :Bector Freytag deserves particular notice 
ifaOQjag3this tiachers: he elucidated the ancients 
^ith a precision and taste which were very rare at 
that time: he spjught to make his scholars familiar, 
^t- pnly >yith the language, but with the apirit of 
|he writer. Under this gentleman the industrious 
.y<>u);h acquired perfect knowledge of the classics^ 
jeotered inix> all the beauties of the ancient authors, 
-aflyd,wjiil<^hLe/G^QW^ with capture the bold. flights 
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of their original genius, lie fed a flame within him^ 
«self which was soon to burst forth in full lustre; 

m 

He read few books, but they were the best ; and 
he read with acute discrhnination and unweai^ed 
attention. Virgil was * his favourite poet; and 
while he saw in him the model of perfect beauty^ 
he felt a strong impulse to imitate him. He: ap^r 
plied himself very dilig^itly to compositions; both 
J|L prose and verse; and some Pastorals, according 
to the fashionable taste of the time, preceded 0119 
of the noblest plans that ever entered the soul of 
a poet. 

At this early period of his life, Klopstock formed 
the resolution of writing an Epic Poem, which I^U 
then had not existed in the German language. He 
tells us himself how this idea arose in his mind^ 
His enthusiastic admiration of Virgil ; the glory 
he promised himself in being the first who shpuld 
produce a work like the ^iieid in the language of 
his native country; the warmth of patriotism 
which early animated him to raise the fame of 
German literature in this particular to a level with 
that of other European countries; the Jpst indig- 
nation he felt in reading the works of a Frenph* 
mm, who had deqied to the Germans any talei]^t 
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for poetry ; all combinedy' with the conscioasneflB 
of his own superior powers, to spur him on to the. 
execation of his exalted plan. 

In his beaotifiil Oration on quitting the College 
at Quedlinburg, after a very ingenious dissertation 
on liie state of poetry in Germany^ he expresses 
his idea of the taints requisite for die composition 
of an Epic Poem, in the following words. ^^ If 
attiobgst out present poets there may not be oq^ 
who is ilestined to embellish his native country 
witih this honour; haisten to arise, O glorious day, 
which shall bring such a poet to light! And thou 
^utf which shall firgt behold, and with mild beams 
ediighten hiifn, approach ! May virtue, and wisdom,- 
with the celestial Muse, nurse him with die ten- 
dere^tcare! May the whole field of nature be 
displayed before him, and the whole magnificence 
<if out adorable religion] To him may even the 
r«Lnge of future ages be no longer wrapt in impe^* 
ttetrable darkness ! And by these instructors may 
he be rendered worthy of immortal fame, and of 
tfee approbation of Got) himself, whom above all 
te will |)raise r" On this passage Cramer makes 
"iiie fbllowin^ oT)setvatlon. * How much would 
litiy otfc^ person have fouiid to say of hitoself on 
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thi» Qccasioii; hut he, witti bU wkpU fimi in Jius 
head and in his b^tft, aii4 a4j^|:(^miia€^ rQ^lutioa 
to execute it, and to/be that poet of whom h(i 
here- speaks;--^— 4ie says itoMifilgr/ Klop$l;QQk TVcaa 
long undecided in the choice of his subj^cU He. 
sought out some ben> in the German history^ and 
had once fixed on the Emperor Henry, thefounder 
of the freedom of his native city;'*'' but after 
choosing and rejecting many different subjeotSyhe^ 
at last foimed the plan of his Messiah^; and thia 
preference was given eyen beforehe was acquainted 
with Milton^ whose Paradise Lost became^ soon 
after that period, his favourite and ^hnost uninter'* 
r«pted study. 

An interesting account of Klopstock^ when very 
young, was inserted in Bodmer's Letters on Gri. 
ticifliq, and reprinted by Cramer, in the year 1780, 
wilih the approbation of the poet. Mr. Cramer 
speaks of it in the following manner. * I think 
it cannot be wrong to insert here this letter of our 
excellent Bodmer, since it is very worthy.to be 

♦ Henry the First, sumamed the Fowler, who began to 
reign in the year 920. He conquered the Huns, and after- 
,^ wards made a successful war on the Venedi,- who inhabited 
6axoDj. He <£ed in 9i6. 
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known, and is in a collection of pieces whieh are 
no longer read. Klopslock himself is, I know, weU 
satisfied with it; and it is very remarkable that 
Bodmer should have drawn such an animated por-« 
trait of him previous to their personal acquaint*, 
ance. I can venture to assert, that if we divest 
this r^resentation of mere fiction and ornament, 
we shall find much truth which Bodmer has blend-* 
ed with it/-— From this account I venture to make 
a few extracts, omitting conversations which are 
probably fictitious. 

** In his father's library are many sermons, and 
ten Bibles, but not a single poet. He soon dis-. 
tinguished the Bible from all the rest,, still mofe 
through his own taste, than on account of his 
father's earnest recommendations. He made it 
his constant pocket companion, not : mierely as a 
duty, but for pleasure.. While yet in his childr 
hood, he was so well acquainted with the phraser 
ology of the Hebrew language, and the figurative 
manner of representing things, which he .found in 
that book, that he used it, unknown to himself, 
wherever he would express any thing with ear- 
nestness. — In a walk with his father, in a fine 
spring morning, befoiehe vyas quife fourteen yeanj 
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old, they had sat down under an oak, and a cool 
western breeze blew on them. His first words: 
were, * All around the oak receives us ia his 
shadow. Soft airs breathe on us, like a whisper 
of the presence of God.' Then again he said^ 
*^ How peaceful grows the tender moss, here oig 
the cool earth ! The hills lie round about in lovely 
twilight, as though new made^ and bloomings 
like Eden.' 

" At that time the strong representations of 
inanimate nature, which he found in the poetical 
books of Job and the Prophets, affected him most 
deeply, and he was often heard, when he awoke ia 
the morning, repeating whole chapters with a 
strong accent, as a poet might do who was reciting 
his own work. The descriptions were so strongly 
impressed on his mind, that when the things them^ 
selves came before his eyes, he would often say 
they were not new to him; he had already seen 
them in the Psalms and" the Prophets. When he 
approached to manhood, the pathetic passages 
took the same strong hold on his heart, as the 
glittering and magnificent images had before 
taken on his fancy. A promise that fallen man 
should find i^^cy, drew tears from his eyes 5 a 



E 10 ] 

trace of the immortality of the soul threw him 
into a transport of gmtitude. Rdigioa did not 
lemain a. mere speculation of the' brain; it was a 
clear ^iew of the greatness and glory df the 
Messiidi; it was the puM feeling of love and 
grateful adoration. From thi» turn of mind sprung 
a s^le of writing full of poetry, before he had 
ever seen a Tiers^ or knew any thing of prosody - 
He was a poet, while neither he nor his father sus- 
pected it. I have seen a letter he wrote^ before 
he had attained his seventeenth year, to a youth 
€^ his own age, who seems to have been his only 
intimate acquaintance : it contained tlie following 
expiiessions. ' My friend! Image of my mind! 
whom %n inYisH!>le Son of Heaven raises up^ with 
me, to higher hopes than those of the human 
hevd ; dost thoa look on the tender youth of our 
friendship with that phe^fal eye, which msJces 
"the innocence of youthful days cloudless like the 
day& of eternity ?• What dost thou feel in the 
'CxpfessioDs wherewith thy noble heart consecrates 
to thy friend, mose than merely a verbal fri^od- 
shipi^ Let «» so ennoble it by the rectitude of 
!&w minds, that He who pours down bis blessings 
from Hefiyen, may look with ple&ureott it.' 
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. latheautmn of the year 1745^ Klopstock left 
the College at Quedliaburg, and removed to^ the 
University at Jena. Hi& iaieotioiQ w€is to sti^jr 
theology, but the d^U disputes of iehola«tic 
divine did not accord with the stateof his mi»d at 
that period. He wmted* no evidence to^ prove th« 
truth of a religion which had taken entire pos- 
session of his heart; and he could £bot U$te& with 
patience to the cavils of infidels, or the cold rea« 
sonings of metaphysicians; and after a tedious half 
year, the ardent youth, whose mind was accustoiaQied 
to better nourishment, removed with bis relation 
3chmidt to the university of Leipsic, 

During the few montlis sp^ut at Jena, he had» 
however, in the stillness of his closet, beea^realjh 
sing some part of his intended plan by tracing 
our the three first cantos of the Messiah. He 

I 

composed these three cantos in prose, but his peiw 
formanjee greatly disfdeased him. He was fired 
with a laudable indignation at feelii^ himself so 
inferior in harmony to bis great models Homer 
jand Virgil. Lost in his own ^reflections, he would 
^ frequl^ndy wander up and down the country round 
Jena, asid in one of these solitary walks he came 
to a determifiation t<^ imitnte die great poets of 
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antiquity in the structure of their vdBe. In a few- 
hours he completed a page of Hexameters, and 
from that (ime decided on composing his poem in 
this measure. Thus he was the first who intro* 
duced into German poetry a metre which was 
Supposed to be unattainable in that language and 
he afterwards triumphantly defended this mode of 
diversification, both by example and argument. 

In* the spring of the year 1746, he carried with 
him to Leipsic the three first books of the Messiah^ 
Which astonished and delighted a few ingenious 
friends to whom he shewed them. Amongst these 
early friends ^f Klopstock were, Cramer, Gartner, 
Schlegel, Giesecke, Zacharia, Gellert, and Ra- 
'bener. Schmidt, the relation as well as the bosom 
jriend of the poet, had accompanied him to 
'Leipsic. These young favourites of the Muses 
-had formed themselves into a literary society, in 
lorder to improve their taste by mutual criticisms 
'on their various essays, of which the best were 
'^inted in a paper entitled " Bremen Contri- 
ibutions.'^ Klopstock was admitted into their 
jsmall society, and the Messiah was made known 
to them in consequence of a scene which is tlfus 
described by Mr. Cramg*. " In Klopstock's 
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apartment tlie Messiah first came to light. After 
the first compliments between him and my father, 
Schmidt proceeded immediately to the execution 
of a plan he had formed. He turned the discourse 
to literary subjects, spoke of the English with ex- 
cessive praise, and then adverted to the Germans, 
and particularly to the Contributors,^ of whom he 
spoke in a manner ihat induced my father to take 
the part of his friends, but with the greatest mo- 
deration, agcoj^ding to his well-known character. 
He said, they knew very well that they were riot 
perfect, but they endeavoured to become so. They 
employed all possible severity of criticism towards' 
themselves; they-^- — Schmidt interrupted him, and 
said, with a smile, " Yes, yes, severity of criticism 
is very well ; but genius, not one German pos- 
sess^ithat; the English, — the English." . My father 
was {preparing to reply, when Klopstock, who till 
then had been only a spectator, grew warm and 
interposed. IDear Mr. Cramer, what will you 
think of my friend ? But he only pretends to instdt 
you. When you shall become more acquainted 

X The Literary Society who published the Bremeo Coa^ 
tributioQs. . 



[ 14 ] 

« 

with his manner, yqu will find that be is not in 
eairneit/ " What, (cried Schmidt,) docs he say sd? 
Do not belieye him. He is the most severe critic 
amongst us. If you did but know how malicious 
he is !*" Then starting up, wi th . an arch look, and 
a firm grasp, he drew the .manuscript of the 
Messiah out of a diest. ''There, there, (said he,) 
now you shall hear something J* The affair now 
boeame sevious. Klopstock, whose plan of secrecy 
wa^attonce overtu]:ned by this trei^hefy, sprung- 
^p> hi» countenance glowing, and said, ' Schmidt, 
Iido not knpw you at this moment.' He struggled 
nn^ him, endeavouring to snatch away the ma- 
iimscqpt; but Schmidt, who became more and 
i|ioi^e.i0solute, paid no regard to his opposition, 
kApt him off* with one hand, and with the other 
h^ld up the papers, like Cio^sar when he ly^am 
l^^roBs the Nile. My father, whose curiosity was 
i^g^w jB^t^Qngly excited, entreated ; Klopstock pro- 
tested ;« but Schmidt began to readk Still how- 
ler Sch^udt contrived a little mischief; for 
th^l^gh.he usually read well, he now took pains to 
do it ill, that he might if possible induce my father ^ 
to find fault with the work, or at least'to listen 
coldly, in order that his own triumph over the 
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Contributors might be complete. But my father 
was too sharp-sighted to be deceived. Scarcely 
had Schmidt read one page^ before he interrupted 
him with much animation. ' Mr. Schmidt^ I must 
tell you, that should be read quite in a different 
manner.' ** You have taken the words out of my 
mouthy (said Klopstock ;) and now^ Schmidt^ since 
the secret is betrayed, give it to me. I will read 
it myself." He now took courage, and read the 
whole first canto, and he particularly excelled in 
reading Hexameters. The termination of this 
adventure may easily be imagined. Hostilitiei 
with Schmidt were presently laid aside ;. my tathtt 
received the poem as it ought to be received, ex- 
pressed to Klopstock his warmest approbation, 
and said there was a society of friends, to wham it 
would afford the greatest pleasure, if he might be 
permitted to impart it to them, and that it should 
remain a secret with them. The heart qf our dear 
friend was already gained, and he consented. My 
father took the Poem first to Gartner, then to the 
others, and in consequence was sent, by them all, 
with an invitation to Klopstockto join their society. 
He accepted it. They regarded each other at the 
first moment as friends, and they were really so^ 
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for amongst such ^beings tedious ceremonies are 

useless." 

. In the two following years he produced many 
excellent Odes, which, together with the three 
cantos of the Messiah, appeared at first in the 
Bremen Contributions. It may with truth be 
observed, that at this period Germany was not pre- 
pared for the reception of a poet of so superior a 
cast; the public taste was not sufficiently formed to 
irelish the lofty flight of Klopstock's genius ; but 
his cantos were read with the highest warmth of 
admiration by those who possessed a genuine taste 
for poetry, and their applause was sufficient to 
animate the poet in the prosecution of his su- 
blime plan. 

Klopstock^s residence at Leipsic became unplea- 
sant to him after he had lost his chosen friends^ 
who gradually left the University. The warm and 
tender attachment that bound him to this esti- 
mable circle in Leipsic, formed one of the sweetest 
recollections of his past life, on which he dwelt 
with peculiar pleasure even in his old age. When 
he afterwards contemplated in pensive sadne^ 
each of these beloved friends sinking successively 
into the grave before him, his only comfort was 
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the remembrance of what they had once been to 
him^ and the prospect of what they would be in a 
happier world. 

In the com-se of the year 1748, Klopstock left 
Leipsic, to reside at Langensalza, in the house of 
a relation named Weiss, whose children he un- 
dertook to instruct. This is an interesting period 
in the life of Klopstock, as he now became ac- 
quainted with the beautiful sister of his friend 
Schmidt, who is the subject of some of bis most 
admired poems, in which she is distinguished by 
the name of Fanny. He never had courage to 
make proposals of marriage, as he thought he had 
no prospect of success, and the lady was soon 
afterwards united to another. Many of his odes 
and elegies, as well as his letters to Bodmer, prove 
the purity and ardour of this youthful passion ; 
and the pain of not seeing himself beloved, added 
to the influence of severe application on his health, 
conspired to throw him into a deep melancholy, 
which lasted for some time, and threw a dark co- 
louring over all hjs poetic effusions. It is probably 
to this period of Klopstock's life that Mr. Cramer 
alludes, when, speaking of his cheerful disposition 
in the latter part of his life, he makes the following 
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observations. '' I could wish to know from what 
cause it arises^ that in many persons who are re* 
markable for sensibility^ and strong powers of 
imagination, precisely that period of life when 
the body is in its greatest vigour> and the animal 
spirits are the most lively; when the prospect of 
all the delights of honour and friendship is most 
fair and blooming, and when the termination of 
these enjoyments appears at the greatest distance; 
— Mfl/ period is, however, frecjuently the time of 
melancholy reflections, of familiarity with the 
grave, and habitual contemplation of death. This 
* Youth for ever,** whose age even now . shines 
with all the brightness of a fine spring mora* 
ing, and who, with the well-regulated disposition 
of a wise man, his brow never clouded with ia^ 
lancholy or ill-humour, gathers all the flower^of 
joy, was formerly wrapped in the mourning attire 
of Young. Never did he more seriously reflect 
on the instability of all earthly things, or on the 
importance of eternity. Many times did he then 

* The ^ Youth for ever' was the title given him by some 
of his intimate friends^ as appears by Dr. Mumssen's third 
letter to the Editor. 
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dip his pencil in the darkest colours, whil6 on the 
richest and most beau tifuliiight pieces he painted 
— death/ This however wore away eijlirely a£ter 
a few years, troia travelling,, agreeable society, 
constant occupation, increasing, fame,' and ^ fre^h 
attachment. 

While Klopstock had retired from the.wOrld to 
an obscure retreat, his Messiah, excited such, a, 
degree of attention, as no other book had ever 
awakened in Germany. Friends and enemies y 
admirers and critics, appeared on all sides; but it4 
success was owing as much to the sacriedaesis 
of the subject as to the beauty of the. poetry. 
Young preachers quoted it from the pulpit; and 
Christian readers loved it, as a book that afforded 
them, amidst the rage of controversy, some scope 
for devout feeling. By some divines it was con- 
demned as a presumptuous fiction; and. the par- 
tisans of the grammarian Gottshed raised still 
greater clamour against the work on account of 
the language; while the Swiss critics, on the other 
hand, extolled it to the greatest degree. Bodmer 
in particular, the translator of Milton, embraced 
the cause of the German epic bard with enthu- 
siastic ardour, and contributed greatly to acce- 

c 2 
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lerate the celebrity of the poem. Klopstoc^, 
whose mind was occupied with sublime and ori- 
ginal ideas, engaged in none of these disputes, 
but suffered friends and enemies to write as they 
pleased, while he was silent, and followed the bent 
of his genius. 

• In the summer of the year 1750, Klopstock went 
to Zurich, on an invitation from Bodmer, at whose 
house he resided, and with whom he had pre- 
viously carried on a correspondence. Some of his 
letters to this excellent friend will be found in the 
following collection. Klopstock was received in 
Switzerland with the most flattering marks of 
esteem and respect. The sublime and enchanting 
beauties of that romantic country, the friendship 
of some highly-cultivated minds, and the uncor- 
rupted manners of that virtuous nation, would 
perhaps have made him faithless to his native land, 
had not an unexpected circumstance opened to him, 
very different prospects in life. The good genius 
of Germany raised up the illustrious Danish 
Count Bernstorff, whose capacious mind traced ia 
the very commencement of Klopstock's work the 
future glory of the poet. The three first cantos 
had been presented to him at Paris, where he re- 
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silked as Danish Ambassador, and he immediately 
resolved to take the author under hi^ patronage. 
By Count BemstoriF Klopstock was recommended 
to the favourite minister of Frederick V. and 
through him to the^ King himself, by whom he 
was invited to reside at Copenhagen, on a pension 
which set him above pecuniary cares, and left him 
at liberty to compleat the Messiah. This entitled 
the Danish Monarch to the noble ode in which 
Klopstock dedicated to him his sublime poem, and 
gratitude attached him to his new country.* 

It was in the spring of the year 1751, that 
Klopstock quitted his beloved Switzerland, and 
travelled through Saxony to Denmark. He vi- 
sited his relations . at Quedlinburg, and some of 
his academical friends at Brunswick ; and at Ham- 
burg he first saw the lovely and accomplished 
Margaretta Mbller, who afterwards made him the 
happiest of men. An interesting account of the 

* It appears however that his friends thought him idle ; 
fpr in a letter to Cramer, dated May 6, 1755, Rabener says, 
" How is Klopstock ? Here people think he is dead. If 
we do not receive the promised book at the present Fair, I 
shall be of opinion that it is not riglit for kings to give pen- 
sions to great geniuses." 
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progress of this attachment will be found in Mrs. 
Klopstock's letters to Richardson; and the letters 
of her friends, after the fatal event which put a 
period to the poet's short-lived felicity, with his 
own account of her character, and some fragments 
of her writings, form the principal contents of the 
following pages. 

After his first meeting with this lady, Klopstock 
continued his journey to Copenhagen, where he 
lived in the enjoyment of tranquillity and leisure, 
beloved and respected by all who were friends to 
science and virtue. Here he studied the works of 
Young and Richardson. With the former he kept 
up a correspondence, and addressed to him an Ode, 
which is strongly expressive of esteem and ad- 
miration. The letters which constantly passed 
between him and his beloved Margaret, knit still 
closer the bonds of affection ; but domestic cir- 
cumstances obliged them to delay their union to a 
distant period. In the year 1752, the King having 
determined to spend the summer in Holstein, 
Klopstock took that opportunity to return to the 
object of his affection at Hamburg, and conse- 
crated this happy interval to love and the muses. 
To this circumstance we are indebted for his cap- 
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tlvating songs to his Ma^areti uixder the title of 
Cidli, the name which h^ had give^ to Jairus's 
daughter in the Messiahs. ,:His matrimonial alli-^ 
ance was, however, , stiU deferred, and he was 
obliged to leave her oiice jaore, in order to return 
with the King to Copenhagen, where he continued 
during thct^ole of the following year. In the 
summer of the year: 1754^ he travelled again to 
J3amt>Ui:g; and at length, oo; the 10th of Juner 
he was united to the amiable object of his aflfec-. 
tion. After bis( marriage he went with his bride to 
Quedlinburg; and it wai there that, after a severe 
illness, he wmte his celebrated: Ode on Recovery. 
But he Enjoyed for^a.^ very short time this bliss of 
connubiaLaffectibn; in the/year 1758, the beloved 
partner, of hia heart xiied in childbed, atid his 
affliction may be more easily imagined than de- 
bribed. He cherished &e remembrance of thi$ 
charming woman to tihe last moment of hi^ life, 
and always found a nielanc]iQly pleasure in visiting 
her grave in the' villiage of Otfensen, neai*^ Ilam,- 
burg, where he directed that his own remaiji^s 
should be placed by her side> 

The afflicted .heart of. KlopstOjck still hung on 
hispiyg^teetorand friend,. , Count Bernstorff; and 
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he made Copenhagen his residence, till that great 
man resigned his ofBce in the year 1771. After 
this period the poet returned to Hamburgh wber^ 
he still enjoyed a pension from the King of Deo- 
mark, by whom he was much esteemed and loved. 
In 1775, the Marggrave Frederick of Baden sent 
him a pressing invitation to Carlsrhue, where he 
remained about a year, and then returned to Ham. 
burg, at which place he resided during the re- 
mainder of his life. 

Notwithstanding the serious turn of mind which 
pervades the writings of this great poet> he w^^ 
fond of society, and very lively and agreeable. 
His countenance (as I am informed by one of his 
friends) was extremely pleasing, though not re- 
markably handsome. His eyes were blue, full of 
animation, but chiefly expressive qf softness and 
benevolence. His voice was uncommonly sweet ; 
and when he first addressed a stranger, it was in a 
low, gentle, intreating tone, till by degr^s he 
commanded his whole attention by the spirit and 
energy of his conversation. Animated with all 
the fire of genius, but always gentle and unas^ 
spming, there was no harshness in his look or 
manner: nor were his extraordinary taleats marked 
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by any strong lines, or remarkable expression ot 
countenance ; so that where he was not known, 
his figure would probably have attracted no notice, 
till he entered into conversation. His character is 
thus described by his friend Sturtz. ^' Klopstock 
is always cheerful in company, and possesses an 
unabating viyacity. He often adorns a trifling 
thought with all the richness of his poetic powers. 
He is never severe in ridicule, nor positive in ar* 
gument, but expresses his opinions with great 
modesty, and listens attentively to the opposite 
sentiments of others. Equally remote from the 
servility of the courtier, or the superciliousness of 
vulgar pride, he never loses sight of the man in 
the splendour or the meanness of his situation ; he 

esteems birth highly, but real merit still more. 
In the polite circles of insipidly fine people, un- 
mairked by any stamp of character, Klopstock is 
never to be found ; he prefers thp hunibler and 
more substantial enjoyment of domestic friendship, 
heightened by the surrounding charms of nature 
in rural seclusion. I have often been delighted 
at seeing him pass by amidst a crowd of young 
people, by whom he is almost always surrounded, 
and who appeared highly gratified at being in his 



[ «6 J 

company. In painting, he loves only what deli- 
neates life, deep thought, and speaking expression ; 
in music, only what affects the heart. One of his 
favourite amusements is skaiting, and he has re- 
commended it with enthusiasm. This amusement 
had once nearly proved fatal to him. The ice 
broke, and his life was exposed to very serious 
danger; but be was saved by his noble friend 
Count Bernstorff!." 

Klopstock's merit as a poet is now universally 
acknowledged by all who are capable of forming 
any judgment on the subject. His divine songs 
breathe the genuine spirit of Christianity ; zeal in 
the cause of truth, fervent piety, and active be- 
nevolence. All is grand, sublime, and original. 
His Messiah has raised the fame of his native 
country in the highest department of epic poetry 
to a level with that of every other nation. Such 
at least is the opinion of many excellent critics, 
who share the regret which Klopstock always 
strongly expressed, that this admirable work has 
hot been translated into the English language in 
such a manner as it deserves.* From the superior 

* Note by Mr, Cramer. — I was acquainted with an Eng- 
lishman of the name of Eaton, a young man of an excellent 
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qualities of this great poet in the. epic style, it is 
usual to forget his dramatic talents, which are 
allowed to be considerable, though his tragedies 
are more fitted for reading than representation. 
His first tragedy, entitled the Death of Adam, was 
succeeded by two others, entitled Solpmon_ and 
David, and by three dramatic pieces, intended to 
celebrate the German hero Hermann, or Arminius. 

understanding, who had niade a sufficient progress in the 
German language to understand Klopstock's poetry, and to 
be an enthusiastic admirer of him. As he had been consul 
at Bassora, and had made many voyages to the Levant, 
Arabic and Persic were as familiar to him as his mother 
tongue. He related to me a singular anecdoi;e respedHng the 
effedb of the Messiah. He once attempted to translate to an 
Arabian priests as accurately as the great difference between 
the languages would permit, a passage in a Hymn to Christ* 
He said that it was impossible to describe the attention with 
which the Arab listened to it. At length the blood rose 
into his face ; he stood up, and exclaimed with vehemence, 
" Excellent ! but Allah pardon him for having so highly 
exalted the Son." He then begged Mr. Eaton to proceed, 
and again rose hastily, with a sort of indignant admiration, 
continually repeating, " Allah pardon him, for having so 
highly exalted the Son.'* 
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1 find the following account of " The Death of 
Adam" in an elegant Essay on the German 
Theatre, by Henry Mackenzie, esq; which was 
published in the transactions of the Royal Society 
of Edinburgh, vol. 2. 

'* There is one performance of a singular kind, 
by a writer whom Germany places by the side of 
Homer and Milton, Klopstock the author of ' The 
Messiah.' This is * The Death of Adam/ written 
in a dramatic form, though, as the c^uthor himself 
informs us, not meant for representation. The sub^ 
ject, indeed, seems to exclude it from the stage; 
but the situations, though not of a pleasing, are of 
a highly interesting kind, and the conceptions and 
language are marked with that force and sublimity 
which his countrymen so enthusiastically admire 
in Klopstock. The Angel of Death is introduced 
as a person in the drama, announcing to Adam hi» 
approaching fate. The appearance of this majes- 
tic and terrible Being is prepared in a manner 
uncommonly awful and sublime. Adam, and his 
son Seth, are on the scene. ' The terrors of the 
Almighty,' says the father of mankind, ' are upon 
me. My eyes lose you, my son. What darkly 
gleaming light rolls before me? Feel'st thou th^ 
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idtaking of this rock ? Dost thou hear the trem- 
bling of that hill? Upon that hill behold him! 
Seest thouy my son, the Angel of Terror!" — ^^ Tis 
night around me," replies Seth, " but I hear the 
noise of sounding steps!" — ^The sublimity of this 
terror, which is conveyed to the ear while invisible 
to sight, has been felt in the same manner, and is 
expressed in nearly the same words, by a poet of 
our own, who, in that passage at least^ has touched 
the lyre with the true energy of a bard. ' Harkf 
exclaims the Druid in Caractacus, 

** Hark ! heard you not yon footstep dread, 
*< That shook the earth with thundqring tread ? 
«'Twas Death!" 

It will be no disparagement to eithei* of the mo- 
dern poets, if they shall be thought to have bor- 
rowed the idea from the GEdipus Coloneus of 
Sophocles. 

'^ The Angel is visible to Adam, and announces 
his approaching dissolution with the simplicity and 
solemnity of his function. The signs he gives are 
the sun descending behind the grove of cedars, 
and the return of the Angel, whose steps shall 
again shake the earth. ' Thine eye shall be dim, 
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and thou shalt not see me^ but thou shalt hear.the^ 
rock burst with the noise of thunder^— thou shatt; 
hear, and die!' — The reader is thus prepared fori 
the awful event, and the imagination watches, from- 
scene to scene, the sinking of the sun, and the 
shaking of the earth, with that anxious expeo^ 
tation, those minute terrors, if the expression fnay 
be allowed me, which of all circumstances give the 
strongest emotion to the mind. — I take this short 
notice of the drama in question, because it stands 
without the pale of theatrical criticism, and be- 
cause it is the production of a writer who is but 
little known in this country, though his genius is 
revered, even to idolatry, in his own." 

In Horn's "Critical History of German Poetry 
and Eloquence," printed at Berlin in the year 
1805, are the following remarks on the character 
and the poetical talents of Klopstock. ' 

" We may observe in Klopstock three equally 
excellent traits of character which are displayed in 
his poems — patriotism, warmth of friendship, and 
pure religion ; and each of these deseirves some 
observations. The poet appeared in Germany at 
a time, when, unconscious of out own powers, of 
at least neglecting them, we favoured only foreigd 
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productions^ and were not restrained from pro- 
ceeding in that unworthy conduct, even by the 
insolence with which our neighbours received 
such adulation. We had accustomed ourselves to 
consider the poetical compositions of the French 
as particularly excellent; and whilst one person 
after another repeated this opinion^ all our attempts 
were imitations of those models; and the bold, 
national, poetic spirit of former times was regarded 
with contempt. Klopstock alone had the courage 
to awaken the attention of his sleeping coun- 
trjrmen, by his noble compositions full of ardour 
and tenderness; in order that they smight resume 

their ancient force and energy, and that calm dig- 
nity, which confides in itself, und is unwilling to. 
borrow from others. He was the man who first 
animated his native land with the spirit to attain 
to that degree of excellence in the higher speciei 
of poetry, of which it was capable, and to which 
it has already attained. 

** Friendship inspired Klopstock with many of his 
fineat Odes. It is a thought which fills us with the 
most pleasing sensations, that this man, who must 
have felt so firm a confidence in himself, yet con- 
stantly lived on the sentiments of friendship, and 
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even had the art of warming many cooler hearts 
with the overflowings of his affection; and although 
that animated and ardent feeling of friendship 
should sometimes have deceived him, with regard 
to the worth of those on whom he bestowed it, yet 
even they who had the least merit amongst them 
were capable of appreciating in some degree his 
elegant and rich mind. 

" Klopstock's piety, in its full extent, as it influ- 
enced both his heart and his understanding, may 
clearly be discovered in his Odes, entitled "The 
Omnipotent," "The Contemplation of God/' &c. 
and in the plan of the Messiah. When we con- 
template this last in all its dignity and grandeur, 

and at the same time consider the courage which 
was requisite in order to adopt it as the subject of 

an epic poem, we shall, even on this account alone, 
bestow on Klopstock the title of a great poet. 
The reception which the Messiah found in Ger- 
many, was adequate to its merits; we congratulated 
ourselves on a work which the most sacred spirit 
had inspired, and the admiration which was excited 
by this extraordinary poet restrained the frivolous 
criticisms, with which the Gottingen school had 
presumed to attack his work/' 
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As an additional proof of the justice of these 
observations on the character of Klopstock, I will 
here insert the conclusion bt the speech which he 
pronounced when he quitted the College in his 
twenty-first year. It shews what were the senti- 
ments which animated his heart from youth to age. 

*^ Piety, and the duty of expressing a thankful 
heart towards Thee, O Eternal God, the holiest 
and the sweetest duty which is imposed on mortal 
man, now animate and inflame my soul; but at the 
same time I ain confused at the view of thy ma- 
jesty; I tremble with holy awe; and when I would 
wish to say much that should be worthy of Thee, 
I am speechless. I stand far off with down-cast 
eyes, astonished and immoveable. Yet wherefore 
do I stand thus? Though I am an atom amidst 
thy works, O thou great Creator, I will fall down 
and worship. The paths through which Thou 
leadest man, can by none of us be entirely dis- 
covered ; but we find in this labyrinth the wisest 
order, and the highest degree of mercy and love. 
What wonder do these thoughts raise in me! The 
soul is averse to received the conviction that 
she cannot contemplate herself without being 
liable to error; but she learns (and that is her 

D 
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greatest happiness) that she cannot err^ when con- 
vinced of her own ignorance, she believes it to be 
the highest wisdom to adore Thee, O thou Holiest 
of Beings ! Delighting to be occupied in the 
contemplation of Thee, she overflows with pure 
and sacred joy, and triumphs in the recollection of 
her dignity and immortal destination, glorious in 
divine Ught. This is the grea,test blessing, which 
Thou, O most beneficent of beings, hast conferred 
upon me. With how much delight and astonish- 
ment do I glorify that goodness, which has be- 
stowed on me an enlightened mind, and health, by 
which I am enabled attentively to contemplate 
thy fair creation. O Best of Beings, let me so 
employ these gifts, that! may by their aid seriously 
endeavour to acquire piety and virtue. And finally, 
to the benefits which thou bestowest on my body, 
O grant stability; and to those which my im- 
mortal soul has received, eternity.— 

" And you, my most beloved friends, may with 
reason expectfrommesomeexpressionof gratitu^ej 
since I have acquired much, and much that is ex-- 
cellent, in your society. I have always attentively 
studied you as a book 5 I have often dwelt long even 
on the most insign ifican tpages, and have repeatedly 
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perused them with such unwearied diligence, that 
the greatest part of their contents remains for ever 
impressed on my memory. If T read with a strong 
spirit of investigation, reproach me not ; for if it 
were in my power to confer honour on you, this 
would redound to your honour. Many books 
weary me in the reading; and those must be very 
excellent which I allow myself to read a second 
time. But why should I dwell so long on this 
comparison ? I behold you, speak to you, and caH 
you friends. You have seen, and will see, many 
in your society, of more exalted talents and lieara^ 
ing; but none who could more carefully observe 

your conduct, or more delight in your society, 
than myself. 

** And finally, my College, guardian and witness 
of this friendship, hail to thee! For ever shall Ire- 
member thee with gratitude; for ever consider and 
revere thee as the parent of those works, which I 
have ventured to commence under thy protection !" 

The remaining years of the life of Klopstock 
afford few events. In 1791/ when he he was in his 
«ixty-eighth year, he married Johannah von Wen- 
them, who was nearly related to his first wife; and 
much of the happiness of his cheerful old age was 

D 2 
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view af a better world, which bad fired the lofty- 
minded youth to compose bis sacred hymns, thes« 
now hovered round the head of the aged dying 
saint. Jn the 12tb canto of the Messiah, he has 
sung the happy dose of a virtuous life with unpa- 
ralleled grandeur of description. Such christian 
triumph attended him in the hard struggles of dis- 
solution, which grew more painful on a nearer 
approach. In the last and severest conflict he 
raised himself on his couch, folded his hands^ and 
with uplifted eyes pronounced the sacred words 
so finely illustrated in one of his Odes,—** Can a 
woman forget her child, that she should not have 
pity on the fruit of her womb ? Yes, die may 
forget, but I will not forget Thee !"— The struggle 
was now over, he fell into a gentle slumber, and 
awoke no more. 

A solemn funeral, such as Germany had never 
witnessed for any man of letters before, honoured 
the venerable remains of Klopstock. The follow- 
ing account of the awful ceremony was written by 
one of his friends, and .inserted in a Hamburg 
newspaper dated March 22, 1803. 

" At ten o'clock this morning, above seventy 
coaches assembled before the house of the deceased. 
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This respectable train consistcfd of the Diplomatic 
Corps resident id the circle of Lower Saiony, the 
fttemlrers of our Senate,, the Ministers of our 
Ghui'ch, the Teiaichers' of the Oymnasitim atid of 
St; John^s, Literati, Merchants, &c. Nbtwith*- 
stabding the immense concourse bf pfeojite, amotin^ 
itig to- at least fifty thousand in .t^e streets add 
Hxarket^lace, all interferenbe ^ trf ^hfe pbliibfe ' ^^i 
nnnecessaary. An universal sentimehtbP^s^^'sUp- 
]))ied its pl4ce, and iinposed ^ifence i<^ antontah 
merabk multitude oi |ii^^e; i Th<^ > processiott, 
preceded . aaid ^ follonred d^^ a> gpard of •eaftalry ^^sik 
jjafaoiry .seat iby itbe i Seaaie^ followed the idfiefn 
hearse!, dta#n iby:lbu£>bonk»/ on #Uichi ftO^od the 
jktfple. b<rf&n, )iiW ptodeedQd^hP6aghi some- ot^ the 
pnncdpial^tireets. toi -^ae* jgat^JwUchitead^td^Altonk. 
Attbe gate thebody ' wi^si tec^it^^ by t^first Pi^e. 
sident of Altbnay preceded' b^^'^tf M^ai^shal^^ ^kid 
followed b^ niany citik)gns'aA&itih^tl^s] a^ori^ 
whbfiv/wicrei iniaay ivM^ettibe^ ^ 4h<^ 8kitt#^ ds 
veHnasvcriebrbted >Litet|Ubi,'f6^i^>^Cr^her^ 
otheiirpeiisonsl of dista[n^tidn.> >^I1hey' j<]»i^iled th<ef re- 
ape^tabie trafiiL /ifrbm jMamtocg, ib tk^ ' foKoWing 
Oider.' i Anifscbiit ofi Httis^irs^ -l^d Msitshfetls'iti 
ioaiina^s^ ll»tthl;a thoa ojf^foi%yM&y0 coaches. %tr 
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twecn the Marshals weat three joang ladief^ 
dressed in white^ crowned with oak leaves MPd 
white roses, and carrying wreaths of rds^ myrtle, 
and jaurel. The procession passed through the 
principal streets of Altona, to the grave in th^ 

€^Hrpl^yard of the village of Ottensen. The 
corp^ was eyery^ where met by open demonstEsr 
tipns of.r^piept and love, and of grief for such 
an irr^^ptacable Iqss. Th^ guarcte by whom the 
pKpqe^sio^ pt^s^ed in both towtns, paid military ho- 
jBQiirs, and the ships in th^ harbour had mourning 
flags* When the. procession arrived at the grave, 
wbereit Was received by music of wind instru- 
ments muffled, the coffin was taken off the heane, 
carried into the church, and placed before the altar. 
The noble poeni\6f the Messiah was laid on the 
coffin. A younginiaki stepped forWard> and covert 
the opi^n bippk wit^ a laurel qrowi^ while the young 
. ladie§;frQlci iUtQuailiud theirs on the bier. Then 
,begaQ ithe musical celebration performed, by above 
!an huipidred |nu^icians,. together wiidKinaoy^^female 
. sing^^s from , different families in < > Hamburg. 
Stap2;$3(aod choruss^s out of iKlop8toofc's>jpwpi- 
phrase of the J?&ter Nosjber, and lus> spiritual, songs 
.^qt to music by Rjombeirg and. others^ ^ out^of 
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Mozart's mOfUSDing cantata^ redounded through 
the aisles^ and added k melting solemhity to the 
seene. During ' a patise in the music^ Dr. Meyer 
took the book from the cbffin^ and read^ fi^m the 
12th oanto of tibe Messiah, the description of the 
death of Mary the siBter of Lazams :-*-coii^;>rting; 
animalang images of death and immortality which 
had hovered round the death^bed of the pious 
Poet ! exalted thoughts of religion with which hii 
soul departed from this world! Then burst forth 
the chorus, ' Arise, verily thou shalt arise !* during 
which the coffin was taken up and carried into the 
church-yard, and after every sacred rite was per- 
foimed, it waslot dtN^ into the grave. 

" A noble lime-tree overshadows it. Flowers, 
the firstlings of the new awakened spring, were 
scattered over it. Peace, heavenly peace, shall 
hover over this beloved grave. Ye men of future 
generations, men of genuine taste and feeling, ye 
will make a pilgrimage to this grave, and pay to 
the manes of a man who was the glory of his age, 
and the pride of his nation, the offering of admi- 
ration and gratitude^ which we his friends and 
contemporaries^ by this day's ceremony can but 
faintly express for our dear departed friend." 
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The Letters ivineh the Editor had (be honour c^ 
reoemng from the veneraible 'Dr. MmaMen of 
AltoDa^ to whom she waa indebted for obnost the 
whole of the following coUection^ will famish some 
hxteresting particulars with regard to the character 
of Klopstock ; and it is >piresamed that they will 
be more acceptable to the leader^ if predated in 
their originfed form. 



LETTE^l I. 

' .1 

Mionay near Hamhmrg, 

Madam, Tth Sept. 1804. 

I Think myself highly honoured by your letter. 
It came from a delightful island,* wtiicli, though 
many years ago, I remember well. It was about 
this time of the year when I visited it, the evening 
sun and the harvest mdon appearing in direct 
opposition above the horizon, on our walk to 
Carisbrook Castle. I could have built my chS.teau 
en Espagne in that Island, and have made it my 
residence for ever. 

* The Isle of Wight. 
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When I observed jn the ps^>ers the puhlicatioii 
of Richardson's toxre0.pi€)adeDC9^.Mrsi. iOopatoCk's 
letter* oedurred to my thoughtis, for I xememh^ 
Richardson's ianswers. ) 

Very willingly will! look out ft>r 4Bweb mf^riab 
as you desire for lymirfAmid^ if I can «ieet#hK 
such iaa . wiU be prosier /for ;the pix»ettt tkiue and 
taste« £ldpstocl: certaihly detery6sio;Jbe more 
known to libe English^ not only for Ms extra* 
ordinary genius as a sublime poet^bnt abo for his 
private virtues and amiable character^ for be W8» 
the most agreeable companion in private Me, and 
bis conversation was pleasant to all ranks and to 
every age: aa excellent classic^ aiida great sebic^Iar 
in every branch of philosophy, I bate lived, 
above forty-five years in intimate and unint^rtiptod 
friendship with him. I owe to him some of my 
honourable connections in the world; and having 
been so lucky as to meet with him in my youth, 
I reaped great benefit from following his prin- 
ciples and moral rectitude. Besides his Messiah 
and Odes, Sic. he has published several philological 
writings, in which he appears as a grammarian ; 
and as such, the German language owes to him 
her resurrection from the barbarous ages. They 
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suppose a reader versed in all tbe Northam as well 
as Greek and Latin dialects; and yon may judge 
that even among scholars, the number of such as 
can profit or be entertained by them cannot be 
oonsiderable.-— — I remember that m v for ever dear / 
and lamented friend Charles* had begun to tran- 
slate some of his Odes ; he who was master of both 
languages; but I do not know what is become of 
them. They are no where to be found. All that 
I can send you at present is a collection of Mar- 
garetta Klopstock's letters^ &c. and a lecture de- 
livered last year at Quedlinburg, his native place, 
ccmtaining particulars of his education. &c. &c. 

P. S. You will excuse when I write not cor- 
rectly; being so long parted from England^ where 
once I thought myself at home. 



LETTER n. 

r 

Altona, 7 th Nov. 1804. 
I Will hope, dear Madam, that before this letter 
comes to hand you will have received the materials^ 

* Charles Hanbary, esq. This excellent young man 
died in the year 1783. 
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relating to our divine poet. Should I be so happy 
to discover any thing more, you shall have it; and 
in a deluge of books and pamphlets, should some- 
thing really beautiful and worth your notice appear, 
which might please you and your young friend, or 
accommodate the taste of the English,! will very 
willingly forward it to you.—- 1 have lately been 
weU entertained by a drama, Polyxene^ worthy of 
the true spirit of the ancients. — Begtdtis, by Collin, 
an officer in the Imperial service, and Wilhelm 
Telly by Schiller, I can recommend as productions 
promoting virtue and religion. 

lam in these long evenings reading Hume's 
History of England, and find very little conso* 
lation in comparing the times of Charles Jdt, and 
those of Louis XVIth. There is so much resem- 
blance, that it would surprise many who no more 
recollect the times past. The Revolution of Eng- 
land has at the end proved beneficial to your 
country: what will be the consequence of that 
whidh we have seen^ God alone knows! 8cc. 



^ > 
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LETTER III. 

Jifkma, 2dJulp 1805. 

I Am charmed to find that you and your fri^Q4 
are pleased with the materials I have sent. Gro 
on in your laudable endeavour^ in spite of those 
cold hypercritics that are a sad race of men 
every where. 

Fanny is the poetical name of Miss Schmidt^ a 
near relative of Klopstock. He never declare^ 
his passion to her^ for diere wa^ no prospect of a 
nearer union. She was afterwards marri<^4 to a 
gentleman whose name I do not remember. The 
gentle yovitfa^ in the prime of life^ mspired by 
religioo, and in love with Fanny^ applied in vain 
tp Bodmer at Zurich for an empk>yme&t. Thesis 
iettets are lately published, and though eestainl/ 
not inleod^d for the press, tls^y do honouif to the 
feelings of hjts heart and the ardouar of his mind. 
I intend to sei^ you these letters by the first tra- 
veller whom I can entrust with the charge. 

We have as yet no biography of Klopstock to 
my mind. Professor Cramer (son to the late 
Chancellor of the University of Kiel, Klopstock's 



[ 47 ] 

iatimate friend^ he that pubUshed the Nordische 
Aufseher, a periodical paper in imitaticm of your 
Spectator) would be the proper person, being ao* 
quainted from his youth with Klopstock. He 
lives at Paris, and I remember that he collected 
many curious ciiTcumstances concerning that ex- 
traordinary genius. 

Cidli is an imaginary name from the Messiah. 
Klopstock gave that name to Jairus's daughter, 
and that of Semida to the youth of Naiti. See the 
Episode in the Messiah. In his Odes he gives 
this name to his beloved Margaret Mailer. Meta 
is Margaretta contracted. 

Klopstock's principal occupi^ion was that of a 
grammarian, the comparative study of languages 
with regard to the German. I who saw him 
everyday when in Hamburg, found him always, 
in pursuit of whatever is noble, sublime^ and beau- 
tiful. He was a most agreeable companion. We 
used to call him ^' den ewigen Jungling,'' theifinUh 
for ever} He has lived free all. his life time, and 
has recommended liberty on all occasions. Hia 
Bardit^ were intended to rouse the Germans from 
th^ir apalJby, and- to inspire them and their prlnees^^ 
even the Emperor Joseph himself, withth^lpveiof; 
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their country. Alas! he was much deceived in 
these hopes. Things have taken a different turn. 
He kept up his gentle spirit^ his religious 
principles^ and his serenity of mind^ till the end of 
his hfe. His obsequies were like those of a great 
and virtuous prince. Hamburg and Altona joined 
in the funeral pomp. Mozart's Requiem^ and 
some of his own sacred hymns^ were sung in the 
church of Ottensen, where he was interred under 
the beautiful lime tree planted on Meta's grave 
forty years ago, and which I have every day 
before my eyes. I was present when it was planted. 

This morning, July 2d, Klopstock^s birth-day, 
some friends came to strew flowers. on his grave. 
Mrs. Hanbury will assemble his old friends at 
Flotbech, where I am going to celebrate his me- 
mory, for ever dear and sacred ! 

One of our friends last year read a lecture be- 
fore an assembly on some of his Odes, in which he 
followed the progress of his genius through the 
several stages of life. It is in German, but as it 
may give pleasure and entertainment to your 
friend, I will send it with the letters above-men- 
tioned. Should I succeed in finding more ma- 
terials, I will take care to send them in time. 
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LETTER IV. 

Jltona, Jidy 24, 1805. 
A Gentleman of Hamburg will be so good to 
forward to you the pamphlet mentioned in my last 
letter, which, as it contains the letters written by 
our divine poet to Bodmer, will give pleasure both 
to your friend and yourself. These letters will 
certainly adorn your collection, and shew the world 
the delicacy of his mind, and the virtue and mag- 
nanimity of his heart. I have not yet been able 
to procure the manuscript of another friend, which 
will illustrate the progi'ess of his genius through 
the different periods of his life. I hope to send 
you the Epituph written by Count Frederick Leo- 
pold Stolberg, which is to be engraved on the 
tomb-stone. Professor Cramer, whose name I 
mentioned in my letter, published, twenty years 
ago, a work entitled "Klopstock, his person, 
hrs manners, and character." Should your friend 
be curious to have it, I may send it by another 
traveller. &c. 

E 
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LETTER V. 

Jliona, Sept. l6, 1805. 

t Have the honotir to acknowledge the receipt 
of your very kind letter, and think myself very 
happy in the approbation which the materials re- 
lating to Klopstock's character have met with by 
yourself and your amiable friend. Nothing can 
equal the pleasure I feel, that under your auspices 
the author of the Messiah will obtain justice in a 
nation that produced a Milton. 

I have desired my bookseller in Hamburg to 
procure, and direct to you, Cramer's " Klopstock 
er und uber ihn." You will find in it very inte- 
resting particulars. You will, besides this, and 
probably in a few days, receive the small pamphlet 
composed by Hut walker, a senator oif Hamburg. 
The author, who was very intimate with Klopstock, 
and his writings, has tried to trace the different 
stages of the divine poet's activity as near as 
possible from his own words. Mr. Hut^alker not 
intending this essay for the public, but only for 
Klopstock's friends, it may be regarded as a mar 
nuscript, and it will perhaps be found of service to 
your design. 
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A near neighbotit Biad most intimate friend of 
Klopstock/ and thoroughly acquainted witb all hi^ 
ivritingSy has given me the names of those letter 

writers which you are curious to know.* 

All these^ except Mr. Funke, and the Countess 

Dowager Bernstorff^ at Weimar, are now no more. 

One of Klopstock's brothers, Mr. Victor Klop- 

stock, lives in Hambuirgi The epitaph will soon 

follow. 

The politieal state of £ur6pe has taken another 

tur n . The fate of Germany, should it 

come to a continental war, w;ill be dreadful. 

I irecommend you, dear Madam, and your 

country, and all our friends, to God Almighty, 

in whom we tpist for ever, &c. 



t ' ' 



Saturday last, September 28|, the tornhnstone of 
white Carram m^bk was plac^ on the grave of 
Qiir divide poet. It is crowned by two sfaeavesr 
and underneath a verse of the Messiah — 

« Seed sown by God, to ripen for the day of harvest.*' 

• ,Th98e will Affesa in their pi[Q|»er i^laces. 

E 2 
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1)1) sk iiiohe the Celestial Muse, in <me mtm the 
cross^ km ' hmAm. aa urn, her eyes wd «he other 
hmd^dinecteditow/mls. b^veiit AltopeUew« 

Tl/E EPtTAPH. 

By the side of his Meta and his child, rests 
* FREDERICK GOTTLIEB KLOPSTdCK. 
He was born July '2d, 1?^- 
• /H«i died March 14, l«98i 
Germans, approach with yeneration and love . . 

t|^,iip|jfis of ypur gre^rteeiipq^. 
Aujroach, ye, Chjijistiai^, iyit|^ fP^ ^ heavenly joy^, 

the resting-pla^e of the sacred songster, 

Whose song, — ^lif^, — ^nd de^th, — ^praised Jesus Chri§t» 

He sung to men, in Wman strains, the Eternal, 

the Divine Mediator. 

Near the Throne'i^ phced his^ grtfat reward^ 

A^ Qpl.den Hol^Cup filled with_ Christian tears. 

' ' ^ » ' Hii sefcond loving- ^A ^l*Ved vj^sfr, 
-' ' jiOHA^AH ELHSA'BK'Hfi 
Bfi^^d^his^niai'bl^ tolihe Gdlde t>f h^r Y^^tfi!^ ^et Fkeh^/ 

■'■■•■■ ; jWerjHufibaadi. ■ i- .ij- .- . 
She waits in tears the hour, that will, where death shall be no 
more, where the Lord will wipe off the tears of his beloved, 
unite horw4t]|M(n,\dftd!!thosewbi<Qfn^hel6t^^ 
Adore Him, who for us lived, died, and 
arose from the dead. 
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LETl'ER VI. 

Altonay Oct. 29, 1805, 
WHEN I lately sent you the Epitaph^ time 
would not permit me to accompany it with sojne 
observations. The first four lines are indeed ex- 
cellent. What follows is certainly honourable to 
him, and well expressed,. but it will pot be intelli- 
gible to many. The passage regarding the goldeix 
cup relates to one of Klopstock's Odes, inscribed 
" To the Redeemer.'' All who are unacquainted 
with those sublime poems, will be unable to judge 
of what is meant. 

The navigation is now restored again. 



I wish it may remain so.— ——The misery of 
those countries that are become the seat of war is 
beyond expression. After a bad harvest, the un- 
happy inhabitants will be deprived of every sup- 
port. With sincere regard, and hearty wishes of 
happier times, I have the honour, &c, 

LETTER VII. 

Altmaf Nov. 26, 1805. 
I Sincerely wish, dear Madam, that your amiable 
friend may be entirely recbvered; and iu her con- 



{ 



\ 



[ 54 ] 

valescence I hope she will take proper care of 
herself in this cold season, in order to become your 
assistant again in your honourable undertaking. 
My bookseller has sent Cramer's book. &c. 8cc. 
Whjatever shall occur worthy of your attention, 
and fit for your design, will be sent by me from 
time to time. 

Britannia has obtsiined a glorious victory, and 
the Admiral ended nobly, and according to his 
wishes.- May God have mercy on us in this 
part of the world ; and may you, and all that are 
dear to you, enjoy health and happiness in your 
blessed island, 



LETTER VIII. 

Altona, July 6, 1806. 
IT is a long while, dear Madam, that I have no 
account either of yourself, or of our dear friends 
at Portsmouth. May you live in happiness, and 
enjoy all the blessings derived from religious prin- 
ciples and good intentions. The last winter has 

deprived me of two very dear friends — but not 
for ever I 
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Mrs. Klopstock has favoured me with part of a 
correspondence between Klopstock and Meta; 
Moller, written in the year 1752, when they were 
promised to each other, and lovers in that period 
of life when the fire of imagination appears in its 
clearest and most sparkling light. You will be 
pleased with them, and admire with us, in the 
happy pair, the elevation of mind, the purity of their 
innocent passion, and their religious sensibility, 
far above the common conception, compreheii- 
sible only by minds like theirs, superior in virtue, 
candour, and ingenuity. 

I perfectly agree with you about the times, and 
with regard to your late illustrious Minister. The 
late Count BernstorfF, and all my noble friends ia 
the diplomatic line, unanimously gave him a great 
character. He loved his country, and remained 
true to his principles from the beginning to the 
end. He might perhaps have been better ac« 
quainted with the whole continental state. ■ 

Most fortunately, and to my great pleasure, your 
sister is arrived here from Italy, I passed yes- 
terday in her company at Mrs. Hanbury's, where 
I might > wish to see you all united, if such a 
ncheme could be realized in this world. It will be 
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Qur ha,ppip.ess in a ]>etter state, that those who 
figree ii;i the love of truth and yirtue, will not bei 
separated, ^^ we now are, by ^uch difficulties. 

I remaiifij, with true respect a^ affi^ctio;^, ^c^ 
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KLOI^STOCK to BODMER. 



,; ■ ri.'i I ^ ri I /i"ii; r-,'i' I r'l I i ■ m f n i.^ 



To J. J. BoDMER. 



Langensalza^ Aug. 10, 1748. 

I Should long since have written to you, my 
dear Bodmer, had I not been deterred by the 
praise with which you loaded me in your letter to 
Gartner. Unaccustomed to behold the threshold 
of Olympus, on which you placed nae, I was 
overcome with shame. To have returned thanks, 
would have seemed as if I thought myself worthy 
of that for which I thanked you. As I believe you 
to be a good man, and to have spoken sincerely, so 
I would wish you to believe that I am sincere, and 
that I do not say any thing out of feigned modesty 
Let me therefore pass over this subject, and. leave 
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you to defend your opinion of me before the tri^ 
bunal of critics. I will now tell you^ — but hear 
me as a father hears his son^— •how I not only re- 
verence but love you; and what great services you 
have, unknown to yourself, already done me. When 
yet a boy, reading Homer and Virgil, and enraged 
at the German commentators, your criticisms and 
Breitinger's came into my hands. Having once 
read, or rather devoured them, they were always at 
my left hand, to be continually turned over while 
Homer and Virgil were at my right. How often 
I then wished, and still wish, for your promised 
Treatise on the Sublime! — But Milton, whom 
perhaps I should too late have seen, if you had 
not translated him, when accidentally he fell into 
my hands, blew up at once the fire which had been 
kindled by Homer, and raised my soul to Heaven, 
and the poetry of religion. Often did I then be- 
hold the image of an epic poet, such as you have 
described in your critical poem, and I looked at it, 
as Caesar on the bust of Alexander, in tears; — 
how often then, 

" Cum spes arredae juvenum, exultantiaque haunt 
" Corda pavor pulsans.'* Virg. 
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Such are your services to me, but faintly 
sketched. Yet greater (if you please) remain. 
The Messiah is scarce begun. If what I have 
sung deserve your attention, I shall sing greater 
things hereafter, 

" Major rerum mihi nascitur ordo, 
<* Majus opus moveo." Virg. 

But I want leisure; and being of a very weak 
constitution, and probably short-lived, I have even 
movf but little hope of finishing the poem. A 
laborious employment awaits me; with which 
oppressed, what can I sing worthy of the Messiah^ 
My native country neither cares, nor will care, for 
me ; but see the road I have found out, by which, 
if you would go before me, I feel as if I might con* 
quer fortune. There was amongst you a poet. 
Van Hj^jarer, whom without doubt you know ; he 
is in great favour with the Prince of Orange, who 
is said to be generous and magnanimous. What 
if he should give me a pension ? "If you can do 
any thing to assist me in this business, excellent 
Bodmer, I know you will do it, but not as asking 
in my name ; for I would not beg my fortune of 
princes^ though I would of Bodmer. 
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I will now, trusting to the strictest seci^cy, 
mtrodnce you to the interior of my mo^t sacred 
thoughts. I love a tender holy maid, to tirhont 
my third Ode is addressed, with the most tender 
holy love ; but she is not accessible to me, nor 
likely to be so, for fortune separates us widely. 

Yet without her I am miserable. By Milton's 

shade, by thine own blessed infants, by thy own 
great soul, I adjure thee, Bodmer, make me haj^y, 
if thou canst! Farewell; salute most kindly in 
my name Breitenger, Hingel, and that good mam 
to whom you inscribed an ode* 

This is written August 10, 1748, at Langensalza 
in Tliuringia, where I am instructing the son of a 
tnerchant, named Weiss, (who will be a poet not 
unworthy of my pains ;) where the greater p«:t, erf 
my family reside, (more opulent than my parents;) 
where dwells that heavenly girl whom I love, tbe 
dau^ter of my mother's brother. Whatever you 
think likely to be- the event, whether there is any 
itope or not, write to me as soon as possiWe; that 
my «oul, struck by powerful love, love which is Jjut 
faintly traced in my Odes for it was impossible to 
express it, may either be relieved from her anxiety, 
or totally depressed. The last would be more tq- 



ler^ble tQ me tbaa this troubled: sear of nneeEtain: 
tl|)Oughts. Eaiewell; aad love me, 

LETTER 11. 

IT is a glorious reward for my poems, to b^tu^, 
from oqe. of the best of men that be is myfritni^ 
Hpw tenderly have you sympat^bi^ed in my^ un- 
eam^l I used tQ Ivpive so mucbVgrestoessc o€ 
i]ijji<)^.Biot to b^ miserably ; and now that X aM 
so, I fiiHl a fifiesid wbp c^ ime bsdk ilitamjr^^ 
b»*t yet X return with; liftgeripg . stdps^ oorttinwJ^ 
looking back. The sorrows of love ace ^agre^ 
t^,lj^ey-d€^serve tq have such power over me. 
She whoiskl: love isiiow more cf uel to me iImii 
wheu If first wrote; to- you. Yet yoinr lette:^ the 
O^nj^^i^neiss' ^t my love i$ exalted aud p^ffn 
apd npfy f ^»s^ qS\ J^gioii> pr^y^t D^y bemg copr 
pleatly miserable. She knowa but litde of my 
s€ai^iQ^eiM% oT^f ske: has 4iscayered ;tbem, she dpea 
n^k^T let i|3ke ;k;DiOrw it, but ^he is capable of feeliiig 
tik^?»,aft, ^Heww vK>rf<i )9te :»fe^ y:ou^ ill 

^ G^^r^i^ tO;^^^ji^$oJb^r; a^d if 'sbe loved me| 
l|Qif(5 w<?uJlA{ ihe.lwfc Qf^m^r with those eyes so 



Poll of soul ! She has a certain chmtDer of beauty 
that distinguishes her from all others ; I can no 
otherwise describe it to you at present, than by 
saying that it exactly corresponds with what I 
have said of her in my songs. Perhaps Laura, who 
so diirsted forimmortality, was like her. Radichen 
belonged to this order of beauties, though she was 
not like her. She is thus described in my Ode, 
- ** Sb^ is young and beautiful. — Unlike the flut- 
tering troop of rosy maids, who thoughtless bloom, 
by nature carelessly formed, in sportive mood ; of 
feeliqg void, and void of mind, void of the all- 
ppwerful, all-subduing look of soul, the emanation 
of divinity. 

*< She is young and beautiful. Her every move- 
ment speaks the heavenly temper of her mind ; and 
Worthy,— ah! most worthy of immortal fame, she 
steps, in lofty triumph forth, serene as the unruffled 
air, bright as the dawn, foil of simplicity as na- 
ture's self.'- * 

I khow not whether He whose will decrees me 
so much sufferitig, sees here no happiness for me, 
inhere I imagitug so mudi; or whether, foresefeitig 
that I am not yet ciapable of ^bearing' s^ch joy, he 
gives tele time to grow more calm. Thus much i 
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know^I cannot change the slightest stroke on hi$ 
eternal tables; and I find much comfort in submit- 
ting myself to Him. I know too^ that to her whom 
J love so inexpressibly, I wish with my whole 
heart the purest happiness,-*-even if she love me 
not again. You see I make you the confidant of 
my most secret thoughts. My other friends know 
nothing of my sufferings; even to my dear Schmidt 
I have said very little on the subject. 

I have communicated to my friends at Leipsic 
your proposal about the subscription. 1 expect to 
have the fourth and fifth cantos ready by Easter, 
The first five cantos would make a yolume. But 
with all your doubts, do you not still entertain too 
favourable an opinion of our nation? I believe 
they will need to be often awakened, before they 
will even observe that my Messiah is in existence. 

You intend to review the Messiah in the Ian- 
guage of Tasso. It is a great satisfaction to me 
to be made known to the admirers of Tasso and 
Michael Angelo. In my youth I never could hear 
the name of Tasso without reverence; and to see 
Michael Angelo's picture of the Last Judgment, I 
would travel alone tq Jlome. Send me the review 
as soon as it is printed ; every line of approbation 



1 
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from you is pcctrliariy precious to me.-^— A per- 
haps too proud aversion to dedications is the caus^ 
that r beg you to consider whether it would not be 
best to send the Messiah with a private letter to 
the Prince of Wales ;* and perhaps this might be 
more conveniently and more eflfectually done by a 
sttangerthan by the author. Open your thoughts to 
me on this subject as freely as I write mine to you, 
and tell me whether you would undertake the task. 
The versification of the Messiah will offend 
many. I see it will take them a long time to find 
out that German hexameters in themselves^ and 
particularly in a long poem, are more harmonious 
and sonorous than German Iambics. Those who 
are unacquainted with Homer will not be able to 
find their way ; and yet nothing is required of them, 
but to place the sante accent on the words of an 
hexameter, that they would place on the words of 
an harmonious period in an oration* Some readers 
of Homer, who resemble the Grammarian Crist in 
Leipsic, will take it amiss of the German language 
that it is not the Greek language, and prescribe 
to the German hexameter the rules of the Home- 
rian. These people gi^e gch^iial rules for ihe 

* Frederick Piince of Wales. 
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length and shortness of Syllables according to the 
Greek language, instead of which they should give 
them according to our own language. ■ ' '" 

My love of aii harmonious verse has led me to 
this digression. This is the reason too why I. in- 
tend to alter maiiy of my verses, and to-be in future 
moire attentive to harmony* 
.1 send you. another Ode, the produce of my 
loVe. She who could best reward it has not seen 
it, SQ timid does her apparent insensibility make 
me. I never proposed to myjself to write Odes; and 
yet it has so happened that I have made'sev^al. 
This however might be pardbi^able, if I had not 
exposed myself to the danger of appearing on the 
same theatre with Lange, 

The verses beneath, the Ode are from the fifth 
book of the Messiah. They appear to me woithj 
of remark, because my beloved critic made me 
"read them several times over to her. It would tak^ 
too much room here to tell you the connection in 
which they stand. 

What is become of the excellent Kliest? Have 
his few ]|iours of leisure drawn nothing more from 
his pen? I love him from my heart. I well 
remember those hours, — it was a fine afternoon in 

F 
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Autamn^— -when hearing hi» poems read made me 
so pensive. The afiberaoon was followed by ah 
evening of the purest delight. I have passed man j 
such evenings with, my firiends, but they are all 
o^rer now, and I am left to the lonely sorrows of 
love. I was that evening foil of happiness; and 
indeed the acquisition of a new friend deserved it. 
This evening reminds me of that on which Gartner 
took leave of us when I had only just begun to 
know him, and with hint his friends. In an Ode 
on my friends are these stanzas on that subject.' 

** In those last hours ere thou didst part from usy 
(to me that evening shall be ever sacred !) I learnt, 
my friend, how virtuous souls^ how the few vir* 
tuous; love each other. 

" Full many an evening hour is yet in store, — 
ye friture sons of men pass them not lonely; ta 
friendship consecrate those happy hours, and be 
your fethers your example.** 

Gartner probably will not pass by Zurich to 
Geneva. He is separated from the Count, with 
whom he was to have travelled. He is a liberal-^ 
minded map, but very conscientious. 

Tell those worthy gentlemen who have so much 
compassion for Abbadona, that I am myself so con-- 
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cerixed'fbrliiis fate; that 1 4scarcely have sufficient 
pD^2 dver 'my heart to mbmit to the strict justice 
which is 'higher thaw dur heartsi i Howevfer, his 
story will not, I think; any. where lay tpo strong^ 
hofai ^on theii^ iendernes^. ^Hi it placed! there for 
the giory! of the Messiah; ; 

How ha|>pry'shall! I be; tf bjr the con^etibn of 
the ! Mei&iah I tdsfy contribute scttnewhat to the 
glory of ^bur ' greS,^ - and :^ divme - icKgion.1 How^ 
sw^i and transportang its ithis ' idek tc> iny ^indl 
Thkt*is my''grea(i reward;! andi you;: my dfOLteai 
friend, point it out to 'me at aidistance. .' | must 
h^re leave off. ^ Midnight appcoachesy and rl must 
giv^e roystetf up to'my 'sTikaisorrow and my tears. 
MAyrTiiy lovely friend yet t4beitbat'isbiwreili tfeem 
which your letter bids me hope. Fu^ewell ! 



My DEARssT Friend, 

Oct. 19,1749. 
HOW d^jfl^ toh5M<0fcted by ail your generous 
exer^d^ ip iby behalf [ land &ow^ell 'do you de- 
serve the whole triendiihip of my heart? If you 

F I8t 
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feel that you act nobly when yon seek foitone for 
me as a means of happiness to yourself, I fed as 
strongly that I love yon tenderly^ and that any 
piece of good fortune which, you may receive 
frcMn the hand of Providence and bring to me, 
will be doubly precious in my eyes. The divine 
jx>el Yoilng says in his NightrThoughts, as well as 
I can remember the passage, ^ O God, thou haat 
made the world glorious around Thee ! Thou hast 
brought forth the stars in .their marvellous circles; 
but one tear of the virtuous,, shed for the imfor- 
tunat^ is greater than all these/** 

i I am sure yon know me so well, that you'wiU 
not accuse me of a want of manly spirit in misfor-^ 
tune. My misfortune, indeed, consists only in this, 

* I cannot find the passage in the Night-Thoughts to 
which Mr. Klopstock alluded. He says that he quotes by 
memory, and possibly he had an imperfect recollection of the 
following lines, near the conclusion of the Sixth Night. 

** These are ambition's works, and these are great; 
<< But this, the least immortal soult can do. 
^f Tfanacend them all. But. what can these transcend? 
^^ Do^t ask me what ? — ^One. sigh for the distress^*" 

Th^i8^ni£L thought is beavttfu|ly ^xpicessed by E^opstock 
himselfi in the Sj^y^^^. ^pk of the Messiah. .• 
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that some outward circumstances disturb ine in 
the- possession of what I call happiness; (I take 
out of this account the pains of love;) biit my eye 
is already accustomed to these prospects^ and I do 
not boast of any great* courage when I say that 
from a youth I have calmly and steadily looked 
my fate in the face. My parents, who are very 
upright; had property, but without their fault they 
are become poor. Since they have no longer been 
able to provide for me, my dearest friend Schmidt 
has supported me in the noblest manner. I have 
often observed the footsteps of Divine Providence 
in the midst of my ill-fortune, and adored them. 
Knowing this Providence, can I yet talk of mis- 
fortunes ? I must be silent ; but this I may say^ 
that I very often wish for that sacred leisure, which 
I would gladly dedicate entirely to the completion 
of the Messiah. I wish for this leisure to enable 
me to express my thoughts inmiediately as they 
arise, and in the first warmth of their youtI;i. I 
must now, being disturbed, content myself witi) 
writing down some imperfect traces of these 
thoughts, and some few marks by which I may 
afterwards find them again ; but perhaps I shalj 
never find tl>em again in the same point of view^ 
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wcl.Kith;the 8aQue.j^t^t of p^^fiect, ^jatfiiDi.t. 
Ym will jBft9ily. see that many . other tbiugs, j» my 
poexn depend on this lewnre. But lleave;tbis.al*o 
to Provid^ce. 

•LE37teRIV. 

JViw. 5, 1748. 
: JiH^vewaited -hithepto that I might be enabled 
to tell you, some thing decisive of my love|.|)ut this 
I cannot yet do. Your letter to Miss Sc|miidty 
which! shall eyer preserve as a .memorial of my 
pcdiaps .unhappy passion, I have not given to her. 
Mttcii as .It delighted me, much as I wisl^ed to vbe 
fihle to give it her, and much as she herself would 
have prized it, I had Aot courage. I hay« seat it 
to her brother, to whom I have laid open my 
whole heart. He had previously written me a veiy 
s^ectiondtte letter. He had told me that this love 
was what he had long in - secret wished . He rsays, 
amongst other things, . 

« My friend r knew thy hearf, I knew the Maiden's 

tenderness, 
«< And therefore secretly I ask'd of Heay'n to make 

her thine," 
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He then tells me a little story from which it 
appears that I am too timid. The most agreeable 
circumstance is that his sister had curiosity enough 
to break open the letter which was enclosed to her. 
Since I sent him your letter, he has written to me 
with uncommon affection. He is really an admir 
rable young man. He says my precious tears for 
his sister, and the interest which the whole future 
world Will take in my favour, make hiin look on 
my love with reverential awe. I will not send you 
a large extract from his long letter. I will <Mily 
tell you that he intends to write to his sister with« 
out disguise, and to send her your letter. I know 
not whether I can venture in the interim to give 
her the Alcaic Ode which I now send you. Happy 
should I be if I could have expressed in it all the 
sentiments of my heart ! O how has this heavenly 
maiden captivated my whole soul!— But I will say 
no more of her, lest I should express myself more 
feebly than I have done in the Ode* 

£b^t has translated Leonidas. The story of 
Teribazus and Ariana has taken such hold on me^ 
that I seem to myself like the marble image on a 
hero's tomb-stone. 
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You will find among the latter pieces in Ais 
packet an Elegy, in which I was already thinking 
of my Fanny. About the same time, that is about 
a year ago, I also composed the enclosed Ode to 
Ebert, as far as to the lines addressed to you. I 
will here break off my letter, as I am unwilling 
i^gain to delay my answer. Perhaps it will not be 
jnuch longer before I may be able to tell you 
something decisive. If you lore me, my dearest 
friend, pray Heaven to grant me my love. I should 

without her be as unhappy as 1 axA capable of 
beipg. 



J.ETTER V. 

Dec. Sd, 1748. 
I Write to you again to tell you that the fate .of 
my love appears continually more doubtful. What 
a string of trifles, which however are far from 
being trifles to me, must I write to enable you to 
judge with any degree of certainty. I gave her 
this last Alcaip pde when taking leave after a 
visit. I have since spoken to her again^^ If I ex* 
cept a little confusion, a slight blus)), and som^ 
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almost tender looks^ I do not know what im- 
pression the Ode has made. If I did not know 
how uncommonly delicate are all her feelings, and 
if she were not aware how well I know it ; if I 
were not acquainted with every little turn of her 
opinion on poems of similar import; but I will 
say no more,^I would rather be silent, since I 
cannot entertain you with an Iliad's length of these 
dear trifles. I must await my fate, though 1 have 
never yet found any thing more difficuli ; 

Quails populea mcerens philomela sub umbra 
Flet Dodtem, 

You wish • to know the eifect of the Ode on 
Salem. My timidity delayed to give it her, and 
now I would not willingly present it after a much 
finer Ode. 

I send you b, copy of Haller's letter. I have 
kept the original, for what purpose you will easily 
guess. The better to understand the letter, you 
must know that I was before in correspondence 
with Haller, and that he had already, as became 
so worthy a man, taken some trouble in Hanover 
to promote my fortune by procuring me an em* 
ployment. paving declared that I would rathei: 
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pmide tn a* fchdol thatn in an univ^rdity, for na* 
€019 had denied me the vbtee of an orator, the last 
acoGimt I receired was th^t I mus^t apply to 
GesBiier, who would recommend me to WenthofF; 
but I wiUnot owe the smallest obligation to d inaii 
who is not ashatned of offending Haller. Tlie 
Messiah may perhaps make my fortiitfe with the 
Fkniceof Wales, if it should becoMe known to 
Glover and Mallet^ who have great weight With 
the Prince. 

Since I am so happy as to be allowed to lay open 
all my little concerns to you, I must tdl you that 
it has been hinted to me that it would not be un« 
pleasant if after Easter I gave up my Tutorship, 
When love was my chief motive for coming here, 
I did not consider it so necessary to undertake 
such employments as I must do, if obliged to leave 
this situation without any other asylum. The 
change of my fortune through the means of Princes 
and Princesses is very uncertain. May I therefore 
venture to propose to you another trouble on my 
behalf? I have heard from a bookseller here, that 
a bookseller of Erlangea has enquired after me 
from him, in the name of the Academy. You 
know Mr. Le Haitre iix Erlangen. I know not 



wMt ;£Ould be the m^^frsiof itk^iiltfai^iid^ 
will tell you mine. lth(^iY&dk^^tibn^Jhtt9^ 
ordinary professorship of some one of the liberal 
sciences, Rhetoric or Poetry in preference, wi|h a 
stipend that should free me from tb^ necessity of 
earning the g^eaterpart of my liying.my6elf, which 
would fall very hard on me ; and I particularly 
wish for this in an academy whose number is not 
yet very great. I might undertake such a post, 
till an opportunity more favourable to my leisure 
occurred ; for I am rather fearful that my poetic 
years will be sooner over than those of others. 
At least they probably will not extend to that age 
when Milton's began. 

Your Sketch of the Sublime I have formerly^ 
read. The wish I expressed to you extended to a 
further finishing of that sketch. I think it is 
worthy of you to surpass the great Longinus. 
But what would you do for examples, if you had 
not the inimitable Prophets? If you can trust 
Kleist's poem on the Spring to a transcriber, I 
know that you will not deny me the pleasure of read- 
ing it after so many pains. I also want to know 
whether the author of Noah, " who has the key 
thsit unlocks my heart," wiU finish hi3 poemi wd 
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when and by whom Moses, which is mentioned in 
the friendly letters, was written i 






Come, golden age; come thou who seldom delgn'st 

To visit Man, creative GenidSy come ! 
** Eternity's best child, 
** Spread over us thy radiant wing.** 

I would send what I have ready of the Messiah, 
but that it is not yet returned to me from Leipsic. 
Ebert is gone to Gartner at Brunswick, and he 
has probably taken it with him. None of our 
friends remain at Leipsic, except Gellert and 
Rabener. 

The Last Judgment is thus introduced into the 
Messiah. Adam is with the arising saints. He is 
made to enquire of the Messiah concerning the 
fate of his race, and at his own request will see a 
vision of the Judgment. The Catholics need fear 
no disturbance from me. Decide whether the fol- 
lowing simile contradicts what 1 have just said. I 
can at all events leave it out. 



f So Satan spake ; 

His heart was full of blackest thoughts ; 
Deform'd and hideous was his inmost soul, 
The sinful spirit's most conceal'd recess. So lie 



% 
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fief ore the face of God the gloomy vaults 
Of th' Iberian' Inquisition. Wall on wall. 
Abyss upon abyssy deep in the earthy 
And full of stifPning streams of guiltless blood :-^ 
, Now the destroying Judge beckons his murderers; 
The iron doors re-echo to the depths 
Belowy the cries of innocence to Heaven. 
Oh ! . could a Christian see diese vaults of blood. 
Would he not look with fury on the judge. 
And clasp his hands, and weep, and cry to Gob 
For justice ? 

May I beg of you one thing which may perhaps 
appear to betray a little vanity ; if it were so, I 
would frankly acknowledge it ; but it is not that ; 
it is love. Love bids me beg of you to send me 
the Italian review of the Messiah while I remain 
here. Perhaps the divine Maiden may smile upon 
those trophies. 

> 

LETTER VI. 

26th Jan. 1749. 

My DEARfiST FttlBND, 

AT a time when the Minister in Hanover is se* 
riously meditating, whether it would really be for 
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the advanta^/of his^ BritBnijid Majesty's here- 
ditary dominnns'toi'gtte me ^^M>me ^decent c^nd ^t 
very laborious oik€& ; ^whed f h^' Miftilflfis^ is perhaps 
lying-in th^ a&ti^aihber wh^' stands idie bust 
of P6f>e;'irhfeiteX3I6ver ofti^ti passed; wh^nit is, 
perhaps, because not yet handsomely printed, laid 
aside by a Priiicesd whose mother made the fortune 
of a woman only because she was Milton's daugh- 
ter; at such a time are you, my friend, so 

generous as to invite me to your land of liberty! 
If this greatness of mind can be in any degree 
recompensed by knowing that I feel it in its full 
extent, 'tis well; then take this trifling recom- 
pense.— But suffer me to say something more 
aflectionate to you. I will come to see you weep 

i J 1 is 

over the bones of your sons. I will come to wipe 
away the tears which perhaps I have caused to 
flow afresh; but you must also wipe away mine, 
for I must tell you that the destiny of my love is 
not yet unravelled. Now hope appears to smile 
upon me, and now all is doubtful. I know not 
what you*:«wiUf think of the matter. Perhaps you 
would think differently, if I could relate (|l11 df cuni- 
stanliaUjpoi I will fonly isa^r jttro things^that; you 
^^s#(ft»t ifind^lhe teast-faifll^ Wit^^ 
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Faimy> nor too much. \^iUi my timidity. I only, 
tremble at the though thistt sbe should in. any 
degree mi&take my ch^cacter^ and not give me 
credit for being: det^mined never to make -her 
unhappy^ even in tbe most trifling appendages of 
happiness. What peace I have hitherto. <?njoyed 
has been chiefly the: jcons^i^enc^ , of the following, 
thought. Whonjby a t^t^:4ox virtuous deeds^i^jut 
by «ome .trifling good ac ticins,^ ^hiph ito us are not; 
difflcult^i though to th<^ :vulg£^r they af^iearr so^.'Hre 
hav^ ^ma4e a shew . of intending^ to>jbc :vir^pug^ 
then Providence sei;ees our firbQk.hfArV^lind puts 
thiSigxeatquefiUohtous^^wholhev we wiU here Urn 
submit^ whether Vv'^e will b$ ^virtuous eviMt here ?— * 
You,.see that;,thij| js;a yei^ pomji^ehensive thougbtf 
but yet, wheftJ m.e;asu^^ ^my love against it^ I 
wonder that it has power jtQ. support me. Indeed 
I must franjyiy acknowledge that it^one. does not. 
Scwf lijyje hpp^ at times appear so smiling, that 
I knojy, not .whether I iQan(,€oine,toyou,..or when. 
T— r-? WithpuX jny Faupy , wh^t would be to". me 
youi; J)^a3JiifulcouiM;ry, theich^^rfi^l^^society otf/our 
and (if I n^ay dar^ tp, ,say so) jwjf friends, the li- 
berty and leisiir^ I ,used, so much to enjoy? I 
cannot deny it^ I am. sometimes astonished at the 
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degree of tenderness I feel for this angelic woman; 
but I will say no more, nor write again on the sub- 
ject, till I can tell you something certain. I will 
send you, at another time, an Ode to God, which 
no one has yet seen. 

M. Le Maitre has written to me* The Profes- 
sorship is of so little value, and at the same time 
is accompanied with so many inconveniencies^ that 
I do not wish to obtain it. You have made this 
excellent man also my friend. With what affection 
shall 1 embrace him when we meet! I request you 
to send me the French Review. Not on my own 
account, though I am much indebted to the author 
for his kindness. Fanny smiles when she finds me 
mentioned with approbation; and sometimes it 
escapes her, that she is on such occasions compa- 
ring me with the Briton.* 

I may be very well contented with my domestic 
circumstances. My little Weiss is a genius ; but 
he will, or must, apply to trade. He loves me very 
much. Haller, as he knows that I am rum in such 
a situation, has been endeavouring to discover prir 
vately whether I would undertake to instruct his 
son in the liberal sciences, and a letter has been 

* Milton. 
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given me to read, which he wrote on the subject to 
a friend in this country. You know the embar- 
rassments which make me now so irresolute. I 
will soon send some of the Messiah to be sub* 
mitted to your criticism. When I can escape from 
my cares, I sometimes finish a few lines. &c. 



LETTER VIL 

April 12, 1749. 
My dearest Bodmer, 
IT is indeed requisite that I should take a journey 
to you, if I would express the whole force of that 
friendship which I feel towards you. How sin- 
gularly noble, and how numerous, axe the exertions 
which you make on my account. But I will quit 
this extensive field, for I must write a volume full 
of tenderness, if I would describe all the feelings 
of my heart towards you. This shall be the subject 
of my song when I shall be with you. — *^ The little 
Klopstock," as my Schmidt always calls me when 
his heart is full, will certainb/ visit you; and perhaps 
weep by your side tears of sweet pleasure. At pre- 
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sent the all-powerful Fanny detains me, and I can 
be detained by her alone.— But you have betrayed 
my love to M. Le Maitre, and perhaps to Hage- 
dorn. You may therefore depend upon it that I 
will not say a word to you about Fanny till my 
next letter, and in the present I will call you to 
account about an affair which arises from your 
treachery. You have, as I have been informed^ 
permitted to be printed in the Freimiithige Nach- 
richten* an Ode in which my love appears very 
evident. What will become of me? What will 
Fanny say? Giesecke has offended me much more^ 
but perhaps you seduced him. He has allowed the 
Ode, " When I am dead &c." to be printed in 
the 3d vol. of the new collection. Justify yourself 
on this important subject. You must positively 
produce a satisfactory apology. 

Haller has sent me a letter from an Englishman, 
which informs him that the Messiah was presented 
to the Prince; that he received it favourably, par- 
ticularly in consideration of Haller, and that he 

i 

would, without doubt, enquire after the Author. 
I have upon mature deliberation resolved to write 

* A Penodical Paper printed at Berlin. 
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myself to Glover, who has great influence with 
the Prince. Had I not been in love, I might have 
suppressed this event. What is your opinion on 
the subject ? 



LETTER VIII. 

nth May, 1749. 
FANNY has been to the Fair* with her Brother, 
and by this means I have discovered that you 
had sent a packet for me to Rabener. I must 
mention to you, that there is no certainty of finding 
Rabener, except at the Fair: at any other time 
what you send to him for me might be delayed a 
great while. Tell the friend for whose soul the 
Messiah is so exactly calculated, that he has an 
advantage over me, because I have been entirely 
precluded from the novelty and the ardour atten- 
dant on the first reading. A youth who sees 
for the first tiihe an amiable young woman, and at 
once feels that she was born for him, will feel more 
transport than the Mother who bore and educated 

* At Leipsic, 
o 2 
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her.— Tell him farther that I particularly wish to 
know whether he is desirous that Abbadona should 
be restored to happiness. 

You have afforded me much pleasure by the 
poem of Kleist. Famiy also has read it, and with 
80 much interest that I could not aVoid giving 
her the manuscript. The passages respecting the 
Nightingale, and the divine Doris, affected my 
whole soul. Kleist must absolutely compleat thi« 
poem. &c. 



LETTER IX. 

1th Junty 1749. 
I Have now received your criticism. Continue 
to advise me, for I feel a peculiar satisfaction in 
being conducted by you into the track of new 
thoughts. I request from you and Mr. Breitinger 
some remarks on my three first cantos. I have 
determined that they shall be printed with two new 
cantos, to compose altogether the first volume. 
What do you now think in regard to your former 
proposal of a subscription, and how ought it to 
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be arraaged ? Several bookseUers solicit me for the 
publication of the work, 

I send you an Ode, which no one has seen, not 
even Fanny or her brother. I composed it before 
the commencement of thia year. It has often 
been the companion of m.y solitary hours ; and 
you will discover from the subject why Fanny and 
Schmidt have not obtained a sight of it. Now, 
do you wish to know the fate of my love ? I can 
tell nothing more than that it now appears pro- 
bable that I am beloved. You will believe that 
this probability is of no little importance to me. 
How happy should I be, if I coidd speak with 
confidence! Very much of what I consider as my 
happiness depends on this. How important many 
things now appear to me, wl^ich I before considered 
as trifling. I know that you will do all you can 
for me in this affair ; and how dear will you be to 
me for so doing. 

Belov*d by her, my heart will glow 
With warmer love for you. 

Perhaps my becoming known to the English 
m&y open for me a surer path. Hagedom thinks 
that, by the assistance of Van de Hoekin Gottin- 
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tory, ledt they should put a restraint upon them*« 
selves without reason. Thiswitkoui rfason Bttaches 
ho censure to theseamiable unknown beings. Even 
if they were to resemble Fanny they would find, 
notwithstanding, that 1 will love only once in 
my life.* 

• Noteh^ the German Editor. — ** I will love only once."— 
<< The reader will be surprised at this salto mortale^ when he 
compares it with E3op8tock*s hopes expressed in the ninth 
letter. We might easily fill up the blank with well-known 
tales of what occurr^ in the history of his love between 
June and November 1749 ; but we here publish only what is 
undoubtedly authentic, with an assurance that what we con- 
ceal would not bring the least disgrace on the heart or the 
charadler of our immortal Poet.'' . . 

The English Editor regrets that the German was not 
more communicative on this interesting subjedt. It appeals, 
however, that the reludlance which Klopstock felt to involye 
the woman he loved, and the sister (^ his dearest friend^ in 
difficulties, from which he was in vain endeavouring to ex- 
tricate himself, prevented any proposal of marriage, notwith* 
standing the encouragement given by that generous friend, 
on whose bounty the unfortunate lover was at that time 
dependant. The lady was soon afterwards married ; and 
Mrs. Klopstock's letters to Mr. Sichaiidson will perhaps t^ 



\ 
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I have been sensibly affected by Henzi's death; 
indeed death never before touched me so ilearly* 
P^lhiaps I am too severe on this occasion. I can 
in some degree pardon him who at the hour of 
death pretends to jest, because such an attempt 
indicates that his mind is far from being in a 
tranquil state; but he who can jest so naturally 
as Henzi, ought to employ his superior powers 
of mind in something more noble. It must be, 
because the events of futurity appeared to him un- 
certain, that he was resolved at all events to carry 
his nrirrii to the gates of Heaven. Peace to the 
soul of Henzi. I praise him for his composure; 
but I should praise him with more warmth and 
earnestness, if he had said, like Lord Kilmarnock, 
*^ Ah, Forster, it is, however, very ten*ibler 

The Ode in the sixth volume of the miscella- 
neous collection, "As in solitary night," &c. i% 
by Schmidt. How tio you like Chevy-Chase, and 

thought to furnish a sufficient apology for the poet,^if it 
should appear that after three years, in which « he did what 
he could to die in a love cause,"* he was at last induced to 
break the resolution contained in his la^t letter to Bodmer. 

^ Shakespeare. 
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the imitatiQn of it, published in a former volume ? 
— Your translation of the Ode, " When I am dead,** 
has revived my former love for the Greek language; 
and in the height of my ardoUr I have translated 
the enclosed Strophes. Perhaps you may not find 
theni n^uch in the spirit of tl^e original ; l]|Ut perhaps 
Alcseus himself would not have written better, had 
he been in a similar situation. ■ 

Since I cannot yet fix the time of my departure 
from this place, I will write to ^ou again either 
from hence, or from Leipsic. I shall be happy to 
have H. Schulthess fop my travelling companion. 
I have found in Hanciver a, noble friend, who wiH 
endeavour to transmit the Messiah to the Prince to 
whom it is dedicated, through a Mr. Von Schrader, 
who knows his Royal Highness's temper a fandi. 
I am as sincerely an enemy to dedications, as 1 sma, 
with my whole heart, your friend. 

F. G. KLOPSTOCK. 



_» 
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The following letters were published in the Correspondence 
of Mr. Richardson; and the ingenious Editor of that 
work! was not mistaken in supposing that they would in- 
terest every feeling heart. She adds, " It is presumed 
that readers of taste will not wish that Mrs. Klc^stock'i 
letters had been put into better English." 



LETTER I. «. 

Mrs. Klopstock to Mr. Richardson. 

Hamburg, Nov. 29, 1757. 
Honoured Sir, 

WILL you permit me to take this oppor- 
tunity in sending a letter to Dr. Young, 
to address myself to you ? It is very long ago that 
I wished to do it. Having finished your Clarissa, 
(O the heavenly book !) I ^ould have prayed you 
to write the history of a manly Clarissa; but I had 
not courage enough at that time. I should have it 
no more to-day, as this is my Qrst English letter, but 
I have it ! It may be, because I am now Klop- 
stock's wife; (I believe you know my husband by 
Mr. Hohorst,) and then I was only the single young 
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girl. You have since written the manly Clarissa, 
without my prayer. O, you have done it to the 
great joy and thanks of all your happy readers* 
Now you can write no more, you must write th© 
history of an angel. 

. Poor HohcMTSt! he is gone. Not killed in the 
battle, (he was present at two,) but by the fever. 
The Hungarian Hussars have taken your works, 
with our letters, and all that he was worth, a little 
time before his death. But the King of Prussia 
recompensed him with a company of cavaliy. 
Poor friend ! he did not long enjoy it ! He ha» 
m^de me acquainted with all your lovely daugh* 
ters. I kiss them all, with my best sisterly kiss ; 
•but especially Mrs. Martha, of whom he says, she 
<writes as her father. Tell her in my name; dear 
sir, if this be true, that it is an aShii of con- 
science not to let print her writings. Though I 
am otherwise of the sentiment, that a womaQ, who 
writfeife not thus, or as Mrs. Rowe, should never let 
print her works. Will you pardon me this first 
long letter, Sir ? Will you tell me if I shall write 
a second? 

I am, honoured Sir, your most humble servant, 

M. KLOPSTOCK. 
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LETTER II. 
To Mr, Richardson* 

Hamburg, March 14, 1758* 

YOU are very kind, sir, to wish to know everj 

thing of your Hamburg kindred. Then I will 

obey, and speak of nothing but myself in this 

letter. I was not the lady who hath been with two 

gentlemen from Gbttenburg in England. If I 

had, never would I have waited the cold ceremony 

of introducing you to me. In your house I had 

been, before you knew that I was in England^ 

That I shall, if ever I am so happy as to come there. 

"We had a pretty project to do it in the spring to 

«ome, but I fear that we cannot execute it. The 

great fiend of friendship, war, will also hinder this, 

I think. I fear your Antigallicans exceedingly, 

more than the Gallicans themselves ; they, I must 

confess it, are at least more civil with neutral ships. 

\ pray to God to preserve you and Dr. Young till 

peace comes. We have a short letter of Dr. 

Young, in which he complains of his healtk. How 
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does he yet ? And you, who are a youth to him, 
how do you do yourself? 

You will know all what concerns me. Love, 
dear sir, is all what me concerns, and love shall he 
all what I will tell you in this letter. In one happy 
night I read my husband's poem, the Messiah. I 
was extremely touched with it. The next day I 
asked one of his friends, who was the author of 
this poem? and this was the first time I heard 
Klopstock's name. I believe I fell immediately in 
love with him; at the least, my thoughts were ever 
with him filled, especially because hid friend told 
me very much of his character. But I had no 
hopes ever to see him, when quite unexpectedly I 
heard that he should pass through Hamburg. I 
wrote immediately to the same friend for procuring 
by his means that I might see the author of the 
Messiah, when in Hamburg. He told him that a 
certain girl in Haml>urg wished to see him, and, 
for all recommendation, shewed him some letters 
in which I made bold to criticize Klopstock*s verses. 
Klopstock came, and came to me. I must confess, 
that, though greatly prepossessed of his qualities, 
I never thought him the amiable youth whom I 
found him. This made its effect. After having 
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seen him two hours, I was obliged to pass the 
evening in a company which never had been so 
wearisome to me. 1 could not speak ; I could not 
play ; I thought I saw nothing but Klopstock. I 
saw him the next day, and the following, add we 
were very seriously iriends ; but on the fourth day 
he departed. It was a stiong hour, the hour of his 
departure. He wrote soon after, and from that 
time our correspondence began to be a very di- 
ligent one. I sincerely believed my love to be 
friendship. I spoke with my friends of nothing 
but Klopstock, and shewed his letters. They 
raillied me, and said I was in love. I raillied them 
again, and said they must have a very friendshipless 
heart, if they had no idea of friendship to a man 
as well as a woman. Thus it continued eight 
months, in which time my friends found as much 
love in Klopstock's letters as in me. I perceived it 
likewise, but I would not believe it. At the last 
Klopstock said plainly that he loved; and I startled 
as for a wrong thing. I answered that it was no 
love, but friendship, as it was wbat I felt for him;, 
we had not seen one another enough to love 5 q» if 
love must have more time than friendship ! This, 
was sincerely my meaning, and I had this xa^Wr , 



^ 
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Ing till Klopstock came again to Hamburg. Thi« 
he did a year after we had seen one another the 
first time. We saw, we were friends ; we loved, and 
we believed that we loved ; and a short time after 
I could even tell Klopstock that I loved. But we 
were obliged to part again, and wait Wo years for 
our wedding. My mother would not let me marry a 
stranger. I could marry without her consentment, 
as by the death of my father my fortune depended 
not on her ; but this was an horrible ideiEi for me ; 
and thank Heaven that I have prevailed bj^ prayers! 
At this time, knowing Klopstock, she loves him 
as her lifely son, and thanks God that she has not 
persisted. We married, and I am the happiest 
wife in the world. In some few months it will be 
four years that I am so happy; and still I dote upon 
Klopstock as if he was my bridegroom. If you 
knew my husband, you would not wonder. If you 
knew his poem, I could describe him very briefly, 
in saying he is in all respects what he is as a poet. 
This I can say with all wiffely modesty ; but I dare 
not to speak* of m^ husband; I am all raptures when . 
I do it. And as happy as I am in love, so happy 
am I in friendship ; in my mother, two elder sisters, 
sind five other women; How rich I am ! Sir, you 
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hctVe willed that I should speak of myself, but 1 
fear that I have done it too much. Yet you see 
how it interests me. I have the best compliments 
for you of my de^r husband. My compliments to 
all yours. Will they increase my treasure of 
friendship i I am^ Sir, your humble servant, 

M. KLOPSTOCK. 



LETTER IIL 



* 

1^^ 



To Mr, RicHARDsoKk 

ifamburg, May 6, 1758. 
IT is not possible to tell you, Sir, what a joy 
your letters give me. My heart is very able to 
esteem the favour that you, my dear Mr. Richard* 
son, in your venerable age, are so condescending 
good to itfiswer so soon the letters of an unknown 
young woman, who has no other mei^t than a heart 
full of friendship^^md of all those sentiments which 
li reasonable soul must feel for Richardson, though 
at so many miles distance. It is a great joyful 

H 
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thought, that fiiend^ip can extend herself so far# 
and that friendship has no need ef seeing , though 
this seeing Would be celestial joy to hearts IHce 
ours, (shall i be so proud to say curst) and what 
will it be when so many really good souls^ knowing 
or not knowing in this worlds will see onQ another 
in the future, and. be tliete friends/ 

It will be a delightful occupation for me to make 
you more acquainted with my husband's poem. 
Nobody can do it better than I, being the person 
who knows the mostof that which is not published, 
being always present at the birth of the young 
yerses, which begin by fragments here and there, 
of a subject of which his soul is just then filled. 
He has many great fragments of the whole work 
ready. Yon may think that persons who love asi, 
we do, have no need of two chambers; we are 
always in the ' same : I with my little work> still, 
still, (Xfrly regarding sometimes my husband's sweet 
fece, which is so Venerable at that time, with tears 
of devotion; ^d all the sublimity of the subjects 
My husband i-eading me his young verses, and 
sufFerirtg niy critidsms. Tert books are published, 
which I think probably the middle of the wholes I 
will, «i$ soon as I can, translate you theargtiment* 
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of these ten books, and what besides I think of 
them. The verses of the poem are without 
rhymes, and are hexameters; which sort of verses 
my husbd,nd has been the first to introduce in our 
language, we being still closely attached to rhymes^ 
and' iambics. I suspect the gentleman who has 
made you acquainted with the Messiah is a certain 
Mr. Kaiser of Gottingen, who has told me at his^ 
return from England, what he has done ; and he 
has a sister likeiier whom you describe in your 
first letter. 

And our dear Dr. Young has been so ill ! But he* 
is better. I thank God, along with you. O that 
his dear instructive life may be extended, if it is 
not against his own wishes! I read lately in the 
newspaper that Dr. Young was made Bishop of 
BristoL I must think it is another Youi^: how 
could the King make him oniy bishop, and Bishop 
of Bristol, whil^ the place of Canterbury is va-f 
cant ! I think the King knows not at all that 
there is a Young who illustrates his reign. And 
you, my dear dear friend, have not hope of curd of 
a severe nervous malady! Howl trembled when 
I read it! I pray to God to give you, at the least, 
patience and alleviation. I thank you heartily for 

H 2 
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the cautions you give me, and my dear Klop^tock, 
on this occasion. Though I can read very well 
your hand-writing, j^ou shall write no more if it is 
incommodious to you. Be so good to dictate only 
to Mrs. Patty ; it will be very agreeable to have so 
amiable a correspondent ; and then I will, still more 
than now, preserve the two of your pwn hand- 
linriting as treasures. I am very glad, Sir, you will 
take my English as it is. I know very well tYt^t 
it may not always be English, but I thought for 
you it was intelligible. My husband a^ked, as I 
was writing my first letter, if I wocild not write 
Frendi ? No, said I, I will not write in this pretty 
hut /ade language to Mr. Richardson, though so 
polite, so cultivated, and no longev J'ade in the 
mouth of Bossuet. As far as I know, neither we, 
nor you, nor the Italians, have the vforA/ade^ How 
have the French found this characteristic word for 
their nation? Our German tongue, which only 
begins to be cultivated, has much more conformity 
with the English than the French* 

I wish, Sir, I could fulfill your wish of bringing 
you acquainted with so many good people as you 
think of. Though I love my friends dearly, and 
though they are good,. I have however much to 
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pardon, except in the single Klopstock alone. He 
18 goody really good, good at the bottom, in all hi$ 
actions, in all the foldings of his heart. I know 
him ; and sometimes I think if we knew others in 
the same manner, the better we should find them \ 
fbr it may be that an action displeases us, which 
would please us if we knew its true aim and full 
extent. No one of my friends is 30 happy as I am > 
botno one had courage to marry as I did. They 
have married, as people marry ; and they are happy, 
as people are happy. Only one, as I may say, my 
deai'est friend, is unhappy, though she had as good 
a purpose as myself. She has married in my ab** 
sence; but had I been present, I might, it may be^ 
have been mistaken in her husband as well as she. 
How long a letter this is again ! But I can write no 
short ones to you. Compliments from my husband, 
and compliments to all yours, ^ways, even though 
I should not say it. 

M. KLOPSTOCK. 
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LETTER IV, 

To Mr. Richardson. 

Hamburg, Aug. 26, I75a. 
WHY think you. Sir, that I ainswer so late? | 
inll tell you my res^ons. Bu:t be;forQ all, how doea 
Misd Patty, and how do yourself? Have not you 
•gffcssed that I, summing up aU my happinesses, 
.«hdnot speaking of children, had none? Yes, 
Sir, thisias beea my only m^ angratified fo, 
these four years. I have been mose: than once 
unhappy widi disappointments; but yet, thanks, 
dianks to Gon, I am in full hope to be mother in 
the month of November. The little preparations 
for my child and child-bed (and they are so dear 
16 m^!) hav6 taken so much time, that I could 
not answer your letter, nor give you the promised 
scenes of the Messiah. This is likewise ihe reason 
wherefore I am still here, for properly we dwell at 
Copenhagen. Our staying here is only a visit, 
tut a long one, which we pay my family. I not 
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teii^g aMe to trftvel yet^ iQy busbaod h^s been 
obliged to make a little voyage to Copaibaga^. 
He is yet absent;— a cloud oyer my happiness ! 
He will soon return; but what does that help? 
He is yet equally absent. We write to each other 
every post, but what are tetters to presence i 
But I will speak no more of this little cloud ; I 
will only tell my happiness. But I cannot tell you 
how I rejoice ! A son of my dear Klopstock's! O 
when shall I have him? It is iong since I have 
made the remark that geniuses do not engender 
geniuses ; n6 children at all, bad sons, or, at the 
most, lovely daughters, like you and Milton. But 
a daughter or a son, only with a good heart, without 
geniuS; I will nevertheless love dearly. 

I think that about this time a nephew of mine 
will wait on you. His name is Witelhem, a young 
rich merchant, who has no bad qualities, and 
several good, which he has still to cultivate. His 
mother was I think twenty years older than T, but 
we other children loved her dearly like a mother. 
She had an excellent character, but is long dead. 
This is no letter, but only a newspaper of your 
Hamburg daughter. When 1 have my husband 
and my child, I will write you more, if Gqd gives 



i 104 j 

jne health and life. You will think that I shall be 
not a mother only^ bnt a nurse also; though the 
latter (thank Gon that the former is not so too !) 
is quite against fashion and good-breeding, and 
though nobody can think it possible to be always 
with the child at home. 

M. KLOPSTOCK. 

Note. — Mrs. Klopstock died on the 28th of November 
1758, 
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MARGARET KLOPSTOCK, 



Published at Hamburg in the year 1759b 



Introduciion, bj/ i\ G. K tops toe k. 

ft 

TTXEATH has deprived me of her whose affeo 
-*"-^ tion made me as happy as she was mad6 by 
mine. Our friends well know with what tenderness 
we loved. — ^The following pages will shew why i 
am compelled^ and willingly submit, to refrain 
from all complaint. This is one reason why I 
shall not write a poem, which many have expected 
from me; even when I may be more capable of it 
than I am at present. I think that, before the 
public, a man should speak of his wife with the 
same modesty as of himself; and how prejudicial 
would the observance of this principle be to the 
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enthusiasm required in poetry. The reader, more* 
over, and not without reason, thinks himself 
justified in refusing implicit credit to the pane^ 
gyrist of his beloved; and my love for her who 
inade me the happiest of men, is toa sincere to let 
me lallow my readers to call it in question. Ano- 
ther circumstance which makes poems of this kind 
uninteresting is that we have too many of them, 
As these considerations would have restrained my 
pen, even if my departed friend had left nothing 
that could be communicated to the world, it will 
easily be imagined what pleasure it must be to me 
to have the power of publishing some little Ma^ 
tiuscripts by which she Erects a monument to her^ 
$elf. 1 am so proud of her doing this with hev 
'<)Wti hand, that I wilLnot add to the collection the 
Odes I formerly wrote to her. Should, this pride 
Require forgiveness, I hope to obtain it, when it is 
Teeollected that I am not proud qf n^yself, but only 
ipfmy^friends, 

i have ^lothing more to say of these little: pi^es 
^hati that' they were not written with the intentidn 
of meeting a monument to herself. Some suUjiscts 
«rTe particularly intekesting to us; we write our 
"thoughts on them, and perhaps -shew them tdafei^ 
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friends, without ever thinking of publication. It 
is above two years since she thus began to. write 
down some 43S her .favourite id^s^ during my 
absence^ and she was confused and distressed when 
I surprised her at this emploiym^nt^ and prevailed 
^ith her to read to me what she had written. — O 
she was £^11 the happiness of my life! What have 
I not lost in losing her! But I will not conxplain. 
I shall perhaps at some future time print some of 
her letters, or at least some fragments of them. I 
can publish only s^ few of them, having some hours 
after her death burnt most of those which we 
wrote to each other before our marriage, I was 
}ed to do this by the idea that I might be tempted 
to read them, and that they would agitate me too 
much. I have since found some which had been 
Hept in a different place, and 1 will beg my friends^ 
^ho have letters from her to send them to me. My 
intention is, as I have already said, to publish them^ 
Some friends of virtue may perhaps be anxious to 
]j^Qpw more of this heavenly mind. 
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'j:tractsfrom the Correspondence between Kldp* 
stock and Margaret Moller, when their marriage 
was delay edf and he left her to return to Copen- 
hagen, in Oct. 175S. See page 23. 



LETTER I * 



I Must write to you this evening, and you shall 
find my letter at Copenhagen. Best of men, you 
ought to find in me a wife desirous to imitate you 
as far as it can be possible. 1 will — ^indeed I will, 
resemble you as much as I can. My soul leans 
upon yours. — This is the evening on which we read 
your Ode to God. Do you remember it? If I 
can preserve as much fortitude as I have acquired 
this evening, I will not shed a tear at our parting. 
You will leave me, but I shall again receive you, 
and receive you as your wife. Alas! after another 
day you will be gone far — far from me, and it will 
belong before I see you again ; but I must restrain 

♦ This letter was written before Klopstock left Hamburgi 
and receiyed by him at Copenhagen, 
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toy grief. God will be witfi you, your Qou and 
mine. When you are gone, I shall be morefinu 
than I am now, as I have already assured you. I 
trust in our gracious G«d, that he will restore you 
to me, that He will make me happy. He knows 
that through you I shall be continually improving; 
He has already bestowed on us so much happiness, 
that. I trust He will complete our felicity. Begin 
then your journey, only let me weep, — indeed I 
cannot help it. May God be with you ! O my 
God, it is Klopstock for whom I pray. Be Thou 
with him; shew thy npiercy to me in granting this 
request. If my gratitude can be acceptable to 
Thee, Thou knowest how grateful I am. O thou 
All-Merciful, how much felicity hast Thou already 
vouchsafed to me ; felicity for which I could not 
have presumed to ask. O still be gracious to me, 
%o my Klopstock. I recommend him 4o Thee ! 



LETTER n. 

I Have you no longer, my Klopstock ; you are 
already far from me. May you but be safe! What 
are you doing now ? I wish I could answer that 
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qnestidn. But I kno#f at least I hope so. You 
are well, you aire tratiquil, you are thinking of your 
Meta, of your ever-beloved Meta. You are 
thinking of me, ^ I am ev*r thinking of you; for 
your he6rt and youfr affection are like my own, I 
^Ould hot have imagined that absence would be 
so Vtf?y heavy. What is life without you? but 
wh£lt is Ufe u^iVA yoii P Now all reminds me of the 
time which is mine no more ; of my happiness in 
having always tiear me my best beloved friend, who 
loves ine so tenderly. Alas ! I shall not see you 
again for a long long time ; but if I knew that 
you were safely arrived at Copenhagen, I think I 
shdiild ' be easy. Yes, my Klopstock, be assured 
that I am as tranquil as I can possibly be in your 
ttbsedce. I am for ever yours; you love me, and 
I spar^ mysdf for your sake. I wish you could see 
how I restrain my tears. Our friends are very kind, 
and wiitch me tenderly. They endeavour to render 
every thing as pleasant to me as they can; but what 
is all this without you ? I am expecting Schmidt, 
who yesterday brought me your last farewell, and 
told me bow much you had wished to return from 
the Post-House. My best friend, faiewell ! My 
constant prayers attend you. 
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LETTER III. 

Klopstock to Meta. 

YESTERDAY the same accident which hap- 
pened lately to your letter occurred again* I am 
not, however, uneasy, for I am sure that you have 
written to me.' With what transport do I think 
of you, my Meta, my • only treasure, my wife! 
Wlien in fancy I behold you, my^mind is filled with 
the heavenly thoughts which so often fervently 
and delightfully occupy it ; aad while I think of 
you, they are still more fervent, more delightful. 
They glow in mf breast, but no wcnrds can exprest 
them. You are dearer to me, than all who are 
connected with me by blood or by friendship, 
dearer than all which is dear to me besides in the 
creation. My sister, my friend, you are mine by 
love, by pure and holy love, which Providence, (0 
Kow grateful am I for the biasing!) has made the 
inhabitant of my soul upon earth. It appears to 
me that you were bom my twin sister in Paradise; 
At present indeed we are not there, but we shall 
return thither. ' Siiice we have so uiuch happine$s 
here, what shall we have there ? 



T 

Remember me to all our friends. My Meta^ 
my f*or ever beloved, I am entirely yours« 



LETTfiR IV. 

MfitA TO Klopstock, 

I dould not. write to you till this moment, my 
beloved Klopstock ; I am in such good health, 
that I have been out every day, and am now re- 
turned from Schmidt's house to this. With the 
most perfect sincerity I assure you that I have not 
been so well since 1749^ as during the la^t week. 
Imagine how much I must feel in the hope that t 
am thus restored for you. I did not expect to be 
pver again as well as I am now. Praised be our 
God for it! and you will praise Him with me. 
Yesterday evening, when I had retired from com- 
pany, and enjoyed a very delightful hour, I said 
to myself, perhaps my Klopstock is now worship- 
ping God with, me, and at that thought my de- 
votions became more fervent. How delightful it 
is to address ourselves to God, to feel his influence 
on our minds ! Thus bow happy may we be even 
in this world ; but you say right, if our happiness 
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is so great here, what will it be hereafter, aad thea 
we shall never be separated. 

Farewell, my beloved! I shall think of .you 
coutinually to-morrow. ,Thc holiest thoughts 
harmonise with my idea of you ; of you who are 
more holy than I am, who love our great Creator 
not less than I do. More I think you cannot love 
Him ; not more, but in a more exalted manner. 
How happy am I to belong to you. Through you 
I shall be continually improving in piety and 
virtue. I qai^npt express the feelings of my heart 
on .this . subject, but they are very different from 
^hat they were half a year ago. Before I was be- 
loved by you, I dreaded my greatest happiness, I 
was uneasy le^t it should withdraw mc from Gojx 
How much was I mistaken! It is true that ad?- 
versity leads us to <3pD5 but such. felicity as mine 
cannot withdraw me from Hipi,.or I could not 
be worthy to enjoy it. Qn the contrary, it brings 
me nearer to Him. Thesensibility, the gratitude, 
the joy, all the feelings attendant on happiness, 
make my devotion the more fervent. 
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LETTER V. 

Klopstock to Meta. 

IT is now Sunday evening, my dearest, and I 
have staid at home, not only because I like to do 
so on a Sunday, and because I wished to proceed 
with the Messiah, but also because I love to be 
alone with you, and therefore the society which 
formerly I thought not uninteresting is now indif- 
ferent to me. But though I have been with you 
all this evening, my best beloved, yet now first the 
thought of writing to you occurred to me. Wit^ 
what sweet peace of mind do I contemplate in 
every point of view the thought that you are min^ 
that I am yours. O Meta, how entirely are you 
formed to make me happy; and you are bestowed 
upon me- Can there be so much happiness here 
below I Yet what is the greatest earthly happiness 
to that which we hope to enjoy in a future state f 
Yes, my beloved, for ever.* 

• These extracts make no part of Mr. Klopstock^s pub- 
lication; but as they are mentioned by him page 107j 
they are insened in this collection. They are taken from 
the manuscript letters sent to the editor by Dr. Mumssen : 
tee his 8th Letter. 
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Letters from the Dead to the Living. 



By Maegaretta Klopstock, 



LETTER I. 

O My friend, my brother, how happy am I! 
What it i^ to be blessed! But ho^ can I de- 
smbe it to you ? Your language has no words, 
yotir soul no ideas of this perfect happiness, of 
this never-ending bliss. My brother, you will one 
day share it with' me. Then will you know what 
it is to be blessc^d. Amidst the many joys of 
Heaven, what joy is this, thifct my brother, itiy 
Semida^ shaU one day be happy with me ! We 
shall then love eacdi other with even more purity, 

^ * It appears from Klopstock's Ode to Bodmer, that he 
was extremely partial to the writings of the celebrated Mrs. 
Rowe, which probably suggested to Mrs. Klopstock the idea 
of the folIowiDg letters \ but it will, I believe, be allowed that 
she greatly exce]» the model from which they are copied* 

I e 
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more warmth than we have loved on earth. It is 
here alone that friendship is perfect. Yet I feel 
that a brother, whom I have so long known, with 
whom I have been so long united, I should love 
differently from all the inhabitants of Heaven. 
With tenderness I should love him. — ^Abdiel I love 
with reverence. This exalted friend was my pro- 
tecting Angel. — O how the Angels love mankind! 
When my soul had scarcely left her earthly 
dwelling, ye were all weeping over it ; — but my 
brother was resigned. As I soared aloft, unknow- 
ing how to tread the new paths of air, there ap- 
peared — ^think of this, my Semida — there appeared 
to me your form. With open arms, with the 
transport of an unembodied soul, I hastened to- 
wards it; for I thought you also were dead, and 
that we should be blessed together. ^^ I am not 
thy brother," said the spirit in a gentle voice, " I 
am Abdiel, thy guardian Angel. I put on the 
form of thy Semida, that thy yet scarce opened 
eyes might not be dazzled by the splendour of an 
Angel. Come, I will be thy guide through these 
new paths. I was thy guide on earth. I loved 
thee more than thou didst love Semida ; and so 
shall I now for ever love thee. 1 will be thy 
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Semida till he come to us, and then will we three 
befriends for ever. How much aflPection wilt 
thou first learn in Heaven, thou who hast already 
felt so much on earth ! But come, I will lead thee 
to the abode of the blessed.'' O Semida, now 

f 

your language fails. Of the glory of the Uncre- 
ated I can tell you nothing. Fear Him,* love Him: 
go on living as you have lived, and advance con- 
tinually towards perfection. Then will you taste, 
then will you feel, what even the blest cannot 
express, what God has prepared for those whp 
love Him! 



LETTER II. 

My dearest Mother, 
I Am allowed to write to you. O that I could 
tell you how happy your Sunim is ! I spoke the 
language of the earth but imperfectly, and now I 
speak a far different one; how then can I express 
myself? Beloved mother, I see you still before 
me as I lay in your bosom when I died. I knew 
not what it was to die ; I only felt such pain as I 
had never felt before, and I saw you weep, O how 
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IJelt that you should weep ! I woiild have said, 
— my mother ! — but I could not speak. I hisrng 
my little arms trembling around yours. You will 
remember it ; for then you wept more abundantly. 
Now it grew dark around me, and I could not 
see you. I knew not how it was, but I heard 
your voice. I heard you pray to my Redeemer 
for me. I prayed with you ; for often had I 
prayed with you before. And now I felt a sudden 
pressure on my hea^t, apd now I could see {^g^in ; 
— but how different I felt from what I was before! 
I ran to you, and embraced your knees, hut you 
did not perceive it. I said, " My dearest mother!" 
—but you did not hear me. I was so light, I flew 
when I would have walked. At length I saw my 
own little body. I saw you lay it on the bed, kneel 
by it, and lift your hands and eyes to Heaven, 
with a look, like my new friends the Angels. 
Then you wept no more, but became quite coin- 
posed and resigned. I heard you say, ^ The 
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; 

blessed be the name of the Lord T— I heard too 
what you said to my father, for I still followed 
you. " Sunim is dead," you said to him, ^'Sunim 

is with God :"^— and my father began to wefip 
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aloud, aad said, the only heir of his name and 
fortune now was dead, and all was lost to him. 
How gently did you lead him back ; how sweedy 
speak of God, and of eternity ! 

I had now heard that I was dead, but knew not 
what it meant; until a heavenly form came tome, 
and gently led me away ; for I thought of no- 
thing but remaining with you. This heavaily 
form was my Salem, whom I love as I love you, 
and who led me to the world I now inhabit. It is 
a star where all the souls of children come when 
they are d^ad; and where the heavenly Salem 
prepeures us for supreme bliss. O that you could 
see this world, and know how it contributes to 
our present happiness ! If ere too we have sensible 
objects, which instruct and prepare us for some- 
thing higher; but Salem does this still more. 
With what rapture do I listen, when he tells 
us of the-Great Creator, of the Heaven of the 
Blessed, of the Hosts of Angels, and of the Yision 
of God, which we shall attain when our knowledge 
shall be ripe enough. I know not whether this 
will be on that great day when the earth shall be 
judged, or sooner. Salem has not revealed this to 
ine; and I am already sufficiently happy in know- 
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lug that I shall^ at some future time, assuredly go 
there. O, how happy am I, evea here! 

But, my dear mother, — for I must come to jt 
at last, — ^how I grieve for thee, thou best of mo- 
thers! Yet Salem sa^s, it is better you should 
know beforehand, for then you caii; prepare for it. 
Ah, my mother, the son whom God has given you 
in my place, who is so like me, who is called 
Sunim.too, — ^he shall also die. My mother, now, 
for the. first time in this world, I weep. Will you 
have strength to bear this second trial ? O pray 
to God for strength ; I will pray with you. Youv 
formervictory pleased the Almighty. Salem told 
'me so. Offend not by impatience Him whom 
you have once already pleaded by resignation. It 
is hard, very har(^my mother. I feel it with you ; 
but Salem says, God loves you,: and therefore 
does He send these trials. O thep, : offend not 
God, who so loves us all; who make^- your first 
Sunim' so happy; who will make the; second happy 
also ! Ko, you will not murmur, I know it. You 
will patiently endure what God has appointed for 
you ; and then will you also be blest. What bliss 
wilt thou at once attain, thou who hast advanced 
so far on earth ! 
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LETTER III. 

My Daughter, 
IT is long since I died, ft was only a few 
hours, after y^r birth. You know me not, but 
I love you. How can I help loving my own 
daughter, and the daughter too of the best of hus- 
bands! You have heard from my sister, how 
your father and I loved each other. Oup was not 
a love that first arose in marriage, t^e work of 
chance; it was founded on virtue, and on the 
sympathy of our hearts. We had chosen each 
otlier. — ^And will the daughter of .such a marriage 
venture to take a husband whoni she scarcely 
knows, merely because he.isof her own rank, and 
fan make her still richer ? How can you think so 
lightly of .marriage? Marriage fixes your fate, 
my daughter. The whole of your former life is 
but a preparation to this longer, to this more im- 
portant life. All your temporal happiness depends 
on your choice of a husband; and how nearly is 
the eternal connected with it ! What do you know 
of the man to whom you are on the point of 
giving your band ? Have you once considered, 



C 122 ) 

Melissa, whether he is the man on whose support 
you could lean, through all the crooked ways of 
life i Will he lead you at last to the throne at the 
Almighty, and say, " here is the wife whom Thou 
hast given me?^ O Melissa, can a man do this^ 
who never thinks of eternity ? A man who wastes 
the latter half of the day amongst trifling pastimes, 
and to whom the former half is so wearisome a 
load. Fool that he is! even his body emaciated 
by excess does not remind him that his time will 
be very diort. And shall my Melissa be the 
portion of such a. man?— Do you expect to reform 
himf Ah, Melissa, such is the foolish confidence 
so many of you place in your own powers.' A 
man so fastidious in every thing, how soon willhi^ 
be tired of a wife ! A man who knows not serious 
reflection, how will he endure it from a woman I 
Will he even have time to listen to you ? A man 
who flies from solitude, to whom a conversation 
with a rational friend is insupportable, who must 
be in company, will he talk with his wife of things 
which concern the soul ? Melissa, you deceive 
yourself. Your tender heart will not avail you; 
he understands nothing of the heart ; and when 
tenderness avails not a woman, what can help her ?* 
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Religion? Da you believe that a man of such 
morals has any religion? No— 4ie has none. He 
will even try to rob you of yours ; and should you 
retain it, he will make your children laugh at you 
for it.— You tremble, my daughter. Yes— you have 
reason. Think to what misery a thoughtless step 
exposes you. It sacrifices your temporal, and 
risks your eternal welfare. 

What happiness can you enjoy with a man who 
never thinks ? who supposes he makes you happy 
by dragging you into company, with whom you 
cannot speak. of God, of eternity, of the peace, 
the security, the happiness of. friendship, and of 
its higher degree, connubial tendi^aess ; of the 
education of jour innocent children, apdof a thou- 
sand such interesting subjects ? How wretched 
will you be with a man whom you cannot love! 
Such a man Melissa never can love ; and how 
hard will you find it to obey, when you do not 
love. Will you not often wish to be rid of your 
duty ? And how easily may this wish lead you to 
throw it off. How will you be able to educate 
your children? Sliould nature be strong enough 
to make you love the children even of such a man, 
»hould you wi>sh to educate them well, will yo4 
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have the power ? O how much of the good you 
do, will he destroy! — And above all, what will 
become of your soul with such a husband ? Have 
you never considered in what danger it is? A man 
who has no religion, (a man of such morals can 
have none,) will he suffer his wife to have any ? I^ 
you have no affection for him, you will most easily 
retain it ; but even then you will grow careless in 
it, because your husband does not encourage, 
strengthen, lead you continually on, and like a 
guardian angel watch over your tender soul. But 
if, from pity, from duty, or from a prejudiced 
partiality, you still love him, — then fear the most 
for your soul 1 The man who knows that he is 
beloved, finds it easy to shake the principles of 
a. .weak woman. Therefore tremble, ye Melissas, 
when ye make your choice, tremble for your 
eternal happiness ! Choose none but a Christian. 
Choose not a free thinker, who laughs at you and 
your religion. Choose not one who would degrade 
you to the darkness of natural religion. Choose 
not one,— O shudder at the thought! — ^who would 
rob you of your Redeemer, your only salvation ; 
and would debase his most exalted divinity to 
i^othing more than a great and good man. Neither 
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choose a sceptic. He may be a virtuous man; 
God may have patience with him ; but to you is 
not allotted the portion of wisdom to convince 
him/ and you put yourself in danger of doubting 
with him. — Choose a Christian, who in his strong 
hand will lead you through the slippery world ; 
and at last, to the throne of the Redeemer. Then, 
together will ye come, my Melissa, and taste and 
feel what I now feel with my husband, my Christ- 
ian husband; — and yet greater will be our ha[)- \ 
piness, when she whom our souls love enjoys it 
with us! 



LETTER IV. 

I Loved you much, my sister, while yet I lived 
on the same earth with you, and I love you still. 
Can I better prove it, than by employing this un- 
common method of being useful to you? I shou Id- 
have said to you, on earth, all that I am now going 
to say, had I lived longer; for it requires not hea- 
venly wisdom : but while I lived, you were so 
young, thiat I could do no more than just begin to 
form your heart. I rejoice, that from this early 
»eed has sprung already so much good. You 
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ttead a better path than many of your sisters. 
You do not cleave to the superficial^ the light, the 
frivolous, the vain, the nothing of the earth; but 
still, Melinda, you cleave to the earth. I rejoice 
to see you prefer stillness to noise ; the society of 
your husband and children to those assemblies 
which are also called society. I rejoice that you 
prefer the fulfilment of your duties towards your 
husband and children, and the little affairs which 
are entrusted to the narrow sphere of your sek, to 
such empty pleasures; but yet, Melinda, you cleave 
to the earth, and only to the earth. It is proper, 
it is right, to perform the duties which you per- 
form ; but it is not enbugh to perform them anlj/. 
We are not made for the little duties of mortality 
idone, but for the higher duties of eternity. ' Let 
it be your first endeavour to know your Creator 
and Redeemer, You believe in him; but how do 
Jfou believe ? Have you examined the grounds of 
that belief, and how have you been convinced ? 
J)o you try to be present in thought with God, as 
He is present with you ? Do you with your whole 
heart,' with all your feelings, love Him who hath 
so loved you. ^ Are you sufficiently attentive, 
earnest, strict, that your heart be pure before Him 
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who sees into the inmost soul; who sees each 
deed, even to its motive ? To comprehend all the 
duties of society in one, dost thou to others as 
Ihou wooldst they should do to thee f O Melinday 
see what is wanting in you? You perform the 
UMcy but you delay the great, the important duties. 
Employ your leisure, (for of the time which God 
has ledt you, an account must be given,) employ it 
in tbhdiing of God. Think of his love, think of it 
continually, and learn to /eel it. This is our first 
duty, and how easy a duty it is ! From this flow 
$H the others.^-^Thou canst not find it difficult to 
love that God> who, for so happy a world^ and for 
a still happier eternity, hath created, redeemed, 
and sanctified thee; who hath reserved for thee 
such bliss.! O Melinda, were not even angels mute 
when they would speak of this, what transports 
would diy sister now proclaim to thee! ^u^, it 
has not entered into the heart of' man, it canoot 
enter into the heart of man, what God has pre- 
pared for us ; what I already feel, and thou shalt 
feel. O my sister, thou who dost no eyil, but 
not enough of good, (and that the Holy One will 
punish,) allow thyself to be awakened to eternal 
happiness ! 
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LETTER V. 

• • • 

LITTLE dost thou expect, O Lorejizo^ now 
after a year, to liear of thy. friend ; ah, rather say, 
of thy companioa in di^ipation, for a connection 
like ours deserves not the name of friendship ; 
little dost thou now expect to receive, any account 
of me. Thou art right. Who sends accounts 
from . this , dreadful prison ? li^. common with: the 
terrific spirits ouj: s^ducef^, we hat^. the whole 



human race; and we hate Him too,-T-Him whom 
I am forced to confess, whom on ear^th I endea- 
voured to deny, — 'whom yet I would deny, but 
cannot. O ye, yet mortals!; ye who yet 

can comfort yourselves with his loye, ye cani^ot 
conceive wliat it is to kppw God only in his om- 
nipotence ! God without love! . Lorenzo, I feel 
a mixture of cruelty and compasision. One thought 
says, I will save him from misery by-my example; 
and another says, I will, rejoice in. bis^tprture \ 
Where w^st thou on the day of terror? ^, Where 
wast thpu, that thou wast not buried with me in 
the ruins of Lisbon ? : For hadst thou died, thou 
hadst been here. Hear then my • storj, for 
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^Tiou k!K)w^st it not. Ye founfl not iny llbdyf it 

was bornt. ■ »Hearme! ' • j' 

* From the excesses of the tiight I yfet Tajr in ^ 

deep sleep. Th6 m^i^nmg dsiWn had beheld my 

^rii&e^^ I waked' in terror at the shaking^ of the 

earth. At the saxAe mome^t^the hcfiise feU iif. 

.^ 'Ti^ He, his He," • I cried- « He kills itoeJ" Ibr 

:who can totally deny Him, the Fearfiil Otnti^ Wfe 

feel, when we sin, that wie 'CaniKtt; but )9^e4stt^nfy 

ourselves. I had almost-prayed, but I cobU bot. 

I knew not how to pray; and the anxiety to skve 

my life absorbed the thought of GrOjo; At length 

I Worked my way from out of the i:uiti9 or'my 

dwelling. , I hastened on^ without any^ accident. 

Thisuiade me feel seeure. I met with herj— 

perhaps she is now a saint,-^her whom I so 

.thoughtlessly seduced to stain her se^ tri|h th^ 

^^amte crimes that we stain our6 with. *' Ah; se- 

yucef/' said she, " profligate! repent, repent, or 

*we are this -moment lo3t!" It seekied to me 

ridiculous to h<^r her preach repentance; I told 

•her so> and toked how she could suffer herself to 

be alarmed by such an accident. O Lorenzo, the 

words stuck in my throat ! A house fell down and 

crushed both her and me. She was soon dead« I 
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^tiy «aw her raise her eyes to Heaven, and I bare 
not found her here. I wa9 macb mangled; I coiUd 
n^ die. I beheld opoe more the §ettiag gun. I 
ir(^ediiiy«elfover in blopd and duat^and aaw beside 
sue the <^ man who wa3 the constant ol:y4^t of 
Mrlidicule. Hew peacefoUy be died! I woidd 
lia^e given my whole life to hav^ died like bim. 
•<' Redeemer ! Sairioarl" in a soft voice I heard Urn 
wy. How could I now believe a ^trionrf I never 
had bdUeved hhn«-**--«-*- 

1 I died;--tbat is, I qbanged my agony, that 
i^4^adfql agony, for ooe moiie dreadful. I plunged 
^into the ^bysi pf perdition. And now, Lore^z^, 
wilt tbe^u i^mnie tq me ? Wilt tUoy repeptf Can 
-XiOCfihzQr repent? ;Thou oanst, isince is4f could. 
£ut aoQUjr^^ be thou; accursed be she; if yet I 
imy^ipow^x t» ^wf9%''-acc¥rsed be ye all, for bayiug 
419 grA$tt a sh&?e ia my ruin ! Ye m\i3t all pome to 
»^ dl 4uff«r what I 89:6Spr. I <?aqiw)t b€»r ye 
jd»>uid be }e^ miserable than I am ! . O He ! He 
ijyJap iits in ji^dgm^nt 1 There is^ Gpn, Lorenzo ! 

• 

JFhereiifi a iH^n^cience ! There is nnutteirable wpi^ ! 
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LETTER VL 

ARISTUS, I fell in the unfortunate duel. By 
thy hand I died ! And I had been condemned; 
were not the mercy of the Eternal without mea*' 
sure; mercy to you incomprehensible, if ye knew 
what ye are. O Aristus, thou knowest not thy- 
self, thou knowest not thy God! Thou hast 
scarcely thought of his omnipotence ; still less of 
his mercy. Thou dost still remain in darkness^ 
the thoughtlessness in which thou wast brought 
up. Thy father thought nothing needful for thee 
but courage; thy proiRession required not virtue 
and religion; and thou didst not require them 
from thy immortal soul. O how melancholy a 
thought it is, that the profession which makes us 
more conversant with death than age and sickness 
do, that it should know the least of Gov i Tbou 
art not an infidel, and thou art not a Christian. 
O miserable friend I— for thou wert my friend, ac» 
cording to our faint ideas of friendBhip,*-look into 
thyself, and tremble ! There is a God; thou art 
iinmortal. Thou wast cast off by God, for thou 
hadst sinned. Gop became man in order to re* 

% 2 
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deem thee; and thou mayest now be for ever 
happy ! This thou knowest. Thou canst at least 
remember that it was taught thee in thy childhood^ 
but thou hast, never thought on this. If thpu 
hadst died in my place, and Goo had not bad 
mercy on thee, how wouldst tho.u have felt, amidst 
inconceivable torment, that thy thoughtlessness 
alone was the cause, that instead of those dreadful 
tortures, thou didst not enjoy, eternal happine9s, 
happiness which I should in vain attempt to de- 
scribe! Now — ^now it is yet time, Aristus! Per- 
haps to-morrow's fight may send thee, with ten 
thousand other thoughtless wretches, to perdition! 
O turn thee; thou already knowest enough to 
turn> and much thou needest not know. Feel only 
that thou art a sinner, and that he, Jesus of Na. 
^sareth, — ^a name so many of thy brethren in vain 
wdeavour to debase; — He, the God whom I now 
worship, is thine Atoner, thy Redeemer ! Hovr 
calmly mayest thou march to battle, if thou but 
but feel thia rightly! How glorious, (even amongst 
^ixgels this is glory,) how glorious to die, when 
tliQu . diest to 4.ef6nd thy country, to save thy 
ffjlowrcitizens \ How far below this, how mean 
was the death I di^d! Even now I should feel 
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ashamed of the disgrace of a duel, if God had not 
forgiven my sin. O Aristus, for a single word I 
died in blood; and my friend was my barbarous 
murderer ! As thoughtlessly as we had lived, so 
went we forth to death. The laws of our station 
enjoined it. Laws never given, even by man/ 
imaginary laws, ye we obeyed ; and those for ever 
engraven on our hearts, those so plainly revealed, 
-i-the acknowledged laws of God, the.Creator, the 
Lord of mati, — those we despised, against those 
we rebelled; and (O amazing folly!) without 
knowing, without wishing to know them. That 
work of fancy. Honour, alone is revered by most 
men in our station ; that alone they make their 
idol. The true honour of obeying God, and being 
immortal, they know not. Alas, they never con. 
cern themselves to know it. We went, and did 
our dreadful work. We had spoken a few un- 
thinking words, (Oh, if God punished as we punish, 
we had been long since condemned,) we had said a 
few unthinking words, and this must be avenged 
with blood, with death ! While yet we knew 
nothing higher than this life, we loved each other, 
and we must kill each other ! We felt obscure 
fbrebodihgs of what death might be to ua, but 
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this life ttitist be served- Now we already stood 

in blood; each sought the other's life ; he most do 

io to save his own. VnhBppj thought for souls 

that depead on this life only; and far more un- 

happy, if they know the dreadful consequences of 

«ieh thoughtlessness. — I fell. Thou didst feel 

soaie emotion at the fate of thy friend ; but like 

all thy emotions, it was transitory. Thy soul does 

ever tear itself from serious thought. Observing 

that I was not dead, compassion bid thee bring me 

to the nearest house, and commend me to the care 

6f a surgeon, and then thou didst fly for sa£ety^ 

Chance, as you call it,-*we call it here the eternal 

providence of OoD,-^had led me to a Christian 

woman's houae. She was so happy as to serve h^r 

God in peace and tranquillity, within the limits 

of her seXi and now her cdd age was crowned by 

the saving of a souL O bow I shall thank her^ 

when «be comes to us ! She sat down by me> and 

be^m to talk of eternity ; a sound that waked my 

loul from the sleep in which she had hitherto been 

sunk ;-^readful waking, which awaked her to do^ 

spair ! Now I felt the full weight of my want of 

bought, tlie extent of its guilt, and of its punish«> 

inebt^ I felt myaelf cond^nned« I had lostthi 
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power of sfkeecby hut stiU my grief could rage. 
She^^ It^} ^t she y^tur^ not t9 combat mj 
4e$p^ir. She se^t tq the viforthy pastor of th^ 
village, a man despised by Aristv^* He ci^uie-^ 
and. O/ may God reward him !-rhe led mer up tq 
my Redeieii^r. Long indeed had I still to cofflabaf 
with despair; for be did jiQ^ ^^^ ^y.^j''^ ^HPf^T 
lights but he shewed me the uieans of ^ht^ining 
pardon. I seized it, and was s&ved, in the lasf 
breath of my existence saved, and now I am happy^ 
He has p^doned, the Eternally Merciful ! Ji^ 
had I died a few hours sooner, I had now hf^p^ 
lost. And what wilt thofi be to-moxxow, if, thij» 
day, tbqiA do^t i^ot irepeot? Behold the bpsjts arn 
prepared for the content. The Lori> ha$ spoken 
in ]u9 ^ng/^r, patipns slMtU slay each other* Tor 
mptrow the mi^ of. the battle wiU leaye theQ no 
time to collect thy sonl. Do it, — O do it to-d^Xi 
if thou regard. thy internal salvation; and let this 
be thy first repentant resolution, th^t on thy owi| 
account, thou never again wilt slay thy hrot^% 
Be great enough, before men and angels, be great 
enough to say, when another demands thy bloody 
"No, I will never give it; I dare not; my God 
forbids ; I will not do what Goo forbids. I will 
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use my life to honour Him, and serve my neigh- 
bour.'^ Fear not that he will take thy life without 
resistance. If he be base enough to do so, lethim 
take it. What is the loss of life to an immortal, a 
redeemed soul ? Prepare thyself for death, but seek 
it nbt ; he cannot rob thee of the joys of heaven. 
Dost thoii fear the loss of temporal advantages.^ 
Lose tbem, and gain eternal ones. Sacrifice thy 
profession, if thy brethren be mad enough to force 
thee to it. Degrade thyself in the eyes of the 
world, and be exalted before God. O my Arikus, 
hbw trifling appear all worldly advantages, when 
we stand above the world ! One day we shall all 
be forced to render an account^ an accouM of our 
UBthinkihg liveS) an account that we respected a 
received opinion more than the cleiar law of God; 
thatwestifled all thefeelingsof oursouIs>andmadly 
plunged otirselves intleath, of which the dread wasi 
not in vain implanted m our nature.— O Aristus, 
repent ! Thy redeemed friend intreats thee. Be 
saved, like him ! 
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LETTER VIL 

My Beloved Cidli,* 
THE hour was come, that hour by thee so 
dreaded, yet for which thou hadst been so long 
prepared; the hour was come, that took me from 
thee — from your woiidr-for ever ; but how short 
is the for ever of your world ! The first violence 
of thy grief is now assuaged ; assuaged by religion 
alone. So long I waited before I wrote to thee, 
thou best beloved ! — ^How affectionate was thy 
wish that thou mightest be the deserted one! 
Now is that wish fulfilled; but hast thou strength 
for the trial? O pray to God, devoutly pray, for 
strength ! Thou art weak, and yet I blame thee 
not. It is so short a time since I was in the earthly 
body, that I know full well bow hard it is to soar 
to the higher virtues. This is exalted virtue, to 

* Cidli is the name given to Jairus's daughter in a beau- 
tiful episode in the Messiah. By this name Klopstock had 
been accustomed todistingruishhis Meta, in such of his poems 
as were addressed to her. She wrote this and the following 
letter on the supposition that her Husbund was dead, and 
probably in consequence of a conversation in which she. 
expressed a wish that she might be the survivor. 
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bear the cross as the Almighty wills! I know 
my Cidli murmurs not; I see thee bear thy cross 
with resignation; but, my Cidli, thou art too much 
dejected. The grief, the melancholy that dwell so 
deeply in thy hearty thou seekest not to restrain^ 
but rather feedest them to the utmost. To weep 
is now thy comfort, and thou thinkest that thoii 
hast done enough if thou dost weep in silence. 
But that is not enough. Thou must wipe away 
thy tears, and tear thyself from solitude. Thou 
must take an interest in all creation,^^ and in the 
whole human race. Whilst thou art in the wc»:ld, 
the duty of being useful never ceases, and thou 

canst be useful, my Cidli. Though I am dead^ and 

. .1 

Gon no longer gives us the blessing of connubial 
life, the greatest happiness on earth,— though he 
has left us childless, — think uot that thy connection 
with the world has ceased. Go seek out children, 
seek out friends ! Let all whom thou canst teach 
to love the Eternal, be thy friends, be thy children* 
I know, my Cidli, that pn reading this, thou wilt 
tear thyself from thy grief; thou who dost so ear- 
nestly endeavour to do thy duty; and for this 
iseason I am permitted to use this ipetans indulged 
to so few .«■*-<) my Cidli, ^ow I ;hanR6 loved ifaeel 
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Row did my •<hi1 hmg on thy soul ! «iid bow vett 
didst thou deserve it! Such lore 'as oars was 
pleasing to the Almighty ; because we forgot not 
Him; because we thanked Him that we had found 
€ach other, and worshipped Him together! 

O my only lote, how often have I seen thee raise 
thine eyes to Heaven, with all the full devotion of 
thy heart ! How did I then thank God for giving 
me this soul, so certainly appointed to be blessed ! 
Go, Cidli, t«ach it to the world; to those who do 
not believe it possible at once to love and pritj^ 
teach that pure love, which itsdf is virtue, and 
pleasing to Gon« But, Cidli, what was this to thst 
loye which I now feel i I love thee so, that even 
in lieaven my heart longs for thee^ O when thou 
^OQce art here, with me to worship, to worship here 
«-*£ace to face ! A holy awe now seizes me : O 
Cidli, who can speak of the joys of Heaven i How 
wilt thoo then feel ? Thou shalt come to us, mjr 
chosem one. Fear not on account of the sins which 
BOW disturb thy peace. I will not call them trifling. 
What we term failings, are, before the Holy On/e, 
great crimes. But the love with which He par* 
dpns is uaspeakable. The Angel, who, invisibla 
to ibee^ brings this, will still watch over ihm ; h^ 
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will make thy heart continually more perfect. He 
was our Angel on earth, for we were so united that 
we had but one Angel. 



LETTER VIII. 



The Answer. 



YES, I will write, though I am ignorant whether 
thou knowest what I say. How little do we narrow- 
minded creatures know of you ! Perhaps the 
same who brought thy letter, my Angel, (ah, he 
once was ours!) perhaps he can take this to thee; 
or at least, can tell thee some of its contents. 
Perhaps, — O how soothing is the thought !— 
perhaps thou thyself mayst still be near me^ 
though invisible, and some day read it. Perhaps 
thou dost read it now ; now as I write ! O if thoti 

dost hover round me, thou how shall I now 

addi'ess thee? If thou still dost hover round me^ 

• 

thou blessed one, have pity on me. Thou wih 
find me weak; but I will, 1 will do what thou 
jequitest of me. Thou dost justly require what 
Gon; requires.-- Alas, I knew that God required it^ 
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yet Tdid it •not, till awakened by thee ! But I 
will indeed awake. I will tear myself from grief. 
I will live for the world in which I am; I will do 
whiat duty requires; I will no longer sleep. O 
thiat my remaining time, time now so blank and 
dead to me, O that it might be short! Forgive, 
thou Ever Merciful, forgive the hasty wish ! Not 
as I will, but as thou wilt ! Wert thou yet with 
^ me, my only love, wert thou, in thy earthly body, 
yet with me to support my weakness! S o 
should every man support the companion of his 
life, mid how amiably didst thou perform this duty! 
I may remind thee how willingly I followed. To 
obey thee was my pride. What woman would 
not have obeyed thee, thou excellent, thou upright 
man, thou Christian ! But I have thee now no 
longer— thy encouragement, thy example, thy 
assistance. [ am desolate! My wish is heard; 
the, wish of my tenderness, when in its utmost 
purity, it rose to the greatest height : thou art gone 
before me^ Till now I knew not what I asked, 
but even now I thank Him who heard my prayer: 
I thank Him that thou hast not to suffer what I 

suflSsr. Thou didst grieve, yes, my best beloved, 

amidst the agonies of death, amidst the foretaste 
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of thy bliss, I saw thy grief for thy deserted CiflU. 
How can I support the thought ! Yet never, never 
cto I drive the image from my soul, from before 
my ^ea. Thy closing eye, thy failing voice, thy 
trembling, cold, and dewy hand, which yet pressed 
mine when thou couldst speak no more. Now it 
grew weak the gentle pressure, O yet I feel it ! and 
Qo w yet weaker ; and now^^-^it was stiff ] I cannot, 
I cannot support the recdiection* But thy last 
blessing that shall comfort me, — thy parting bene^ 
diction 1 ''Come quickly after me J' How fervently 
did I as)t it with thee, thou already blessed; and 
how iiici^saatly do I now repeat the prayer. But 
thou wert dead ; I had thee now no more, and now 
no more thy body over which I hung continually^ 
when the heavenly soul bad left it : now> not i^en 
that; I am now alone. How ctm I support it, J 
who never could endure the absence of a single 
day fiiom thee ! I have no son whom I mi j|^t 
teach to be like his father; no daughter who 
might weep with her mother! I am alone, and 
desolate! 

O tliou, my heavenly friend, if thou still taive 
any in6ueiice on mC; let it work in me for gQod# 
and make me mild, resigjued, willing to do wbal^ 
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duty requires ; let it make me worthy of thy love ! 
Thou Whom my soul loves, thou who still lovest 

me, how sh^ I How think of thee ? How can I 
raise my feelings to the glory, the purity, that suits 
•a blessed spirit. How great thee difference between 
thee and me ! Far greater than on earth ; where 
n«t the weakness of my sex aloioe, but ihy $M- 
eieeked mind, and yet more, thy aU-exiJted hearty 
made the distance so wide betwem us. But take 
my weakness on -thee, asihou.didst on earth; be 
tbou my guide, miy guardian angel ; thou wIk^ 
wi^ tinwearied earnestness didst perform ey^^ 
duty of rectitude and Christianity ; teach me, help 
me, to fulfill my duties, and fetch me, O sooa 
fetch me afterlliee 1 

O Thoa Almighty^ send me the soul of toy 
departed friend, or give me, I implore Thee, by 
spnie other means, thy grace ! Lead pie, now I 
am alone, in thy hand, dairough the world, to me 
l^econie so rough, so pathless, and. ^o hard to pass 
through ! I will be easily led. But I intreatThee, 
with all resignation, with all submission to thy willj 
let me soon follow him ! Let me soon come to 
thy. blessed, to my beloved, — to Thee ! 
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DIALOGUE ON FAME* 

A FRAGMENT. 

I Once told my Meta^ that I thought a dialogue^ ' 
if written by one or two friends, would appear' 
most naturak We also wished to do this for the 
sake of leaving a memorial to the last of us whd^ 
rtiottid remain, and to our friends. This unfinished^ 
.trifle was the consequence of this fancy. I ear* 
nestly wish that I could recollect some of her' 
serious conversations with me, so as to write them^ 
down; for what a heart had she, and what aquick^ 
atid at the same time accurate understanding ! ' 

Meta, Bo you consider the immortality of 
Fame as a chimera of pride ? Or is the attam** 
ment of it worthy the endeavours of a sensible and 
upright man. 

* u That lasting fame and perpetuity of praise, which God 
«* and good men have consented shall be the reward of thos6 
** whose published labours advance the good of mankind/' 

MihofCs Areopaglttcas 
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^lopstock. I consider fame as a means to ao 
quir? friends even after our death. How sweet 
land how suitable is it to a sensible man to have 
friends, even then. 

Meta^ Yet many of those who are become 
immortal, have ridiculed the endSR^our to become 
so. And besides, how cold, in ^neral, are tnose 
friends after death! 

Klopstock. Often do peoplie ridicule what they 
wish and seriously endeavour to obtain; either 
because they despair of obtaining it, or because 
■'^ they know how much their endeavour is^blamed, ^ 
when its object is too plainly discovered. 'Their 
ridicule is therefore not sincere. They aig either^ 
attempting to conceal their aim from others, or 
they are unwilling to acknowledge to^B^emselves 
their secret wish. He who 3eserves imo^rtality >• 
Jfc^ will never be a coM friend to one who is already 
immortal. 

Meta. A fejf warm friends are better than a 

great m^ny cold ones. — But as to the first part of 

^ j^ur answer, I cannot be convinced that all these 

great nj^ difeembled in this point. They consider 

'^ ed glory as something so little^ that the attainment " 
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of even itg highest step^ immortality^ appeared 
scarc^y worthy t)p be wished. ^ 

Klapstock. If they really considered immortality^ ^ 
as so Uttle a thing, they certainly never thought 
of thei| f^fuloiSss; they never considered how 
, muchut connect us with posterity. I hold true 
glory to be as congenial to the simplicity of nature> 
as I think vanity is opposite to it. 

Meta. I grant that the desire of true gloQ^ is 
congenial to our nature. I grant, further, thi|^ 
great actions, and good writings^ if contemplated '^ 
and reard by the whole world, are useful to a wide ^^ 
extern. But these ao^ns should bie peifformed^ 
V these wm'ks should be wwtteti, without theintenti<xi 
of thereby gaining immortality. * The love of fiune 
ik too entflHng a seducer. It leadft us impercep* ^ 
^ tibly ^ consider glory not as a means of being 
useful, but as an end, in itself worthy to be attain^ 
ed ; and thus, though our undertakings Ibse not % } 
their usefulness, it robs us of our |noral worth, by 
changing pur intention in^ithem. ^ 

Klapstock. Usefulness sliould undoubt^edly }^ ^ 
the first object in our undertakings. ^c|£ worth-'' 
less is the immortality of those who have obtained 
it without being useful! I do not believe that true 
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'^ory will ever seduce us to consider l^r as our 
chief object. She is always toojpiucTi conti^ted 
\pth our duty, an4 with usefulness. — But if we be 
useful, why should we hot rejoice to gain, i^ the 
same time, this pure, this innoceni^lory j 

Meta. I should be too rigid', did I wish iofor- 

bid all joy in the prospect of m^piortal fanfe ; but 

to indulgnt very seldom, and with great mode- 

ratio|L| is not too severe advice. Tt is so easy to 

<^ mistake the means for the end. 

Khpstock. What I hav6 hMierto called the Tove 
,of glory, is in pa*rticular the%ish tb fc lovcS and 
valued bjp^posterity, as we wRh to be by our con- 
temporaries; or, ai I said at first, It is a wish to 
' collect friends. This wish will not easily lead us 
!• to anyxhing but the frequent and varie6 idej^s of 
the u^ we may be of to those firiends. How many 
ifck does Young rouse from the slum^r of thought- 
u^lessnesa or indifference! And those who are no 
longer thoughtless or indifferent, how does be 
animate their feelings! ^bw raise .them to bis 
ow]^ V ^ow does he teach them tq«. worship God> 
lb be CKTMti$Ms\ And the prospect, the foretaste 
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of all this^shall it not b^ allowed I Is it not high 
and heavenly joy? . ' "^^ 
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^yi'^TKuv^'Tocii. in continuation. H 

I H^e frequently debated with myself whetlier 
< I should ^(empMbo describe my Meta's character. 
I am lK)und not only to the public, but iMber/to 
* avoid evbry appearance of exaggeration, and how 
few ar§ there whose hearts will justif^hem i^ 
believing that what I must say is not beyonA the 
truth! Tq those few, I a^ with oilti^troke giveug, ^^^ 
general idea of her dhnr^cter. She was formed to 
say with AitiS, ^ Paetift, it is not p^nfiil" — But . 
these are the readers l^o would wish to Ubow the 
particular featiAes of such a ich^acter. They will ^ 
find sopie of them in tRe follo\iing fri^ments o^ "^^ 
^et;jei5g written since our marriage! We hHilTiever ^ 
been 6^arated> except for vno months, Aring 
which tHose letllrs were written. 'She lived only A 
two months more after mv return. Since I write ... 
this sketch chiefly to i^eaK of her death, it appears^ ^ 
to me ^s^^tial to makek^nown something of what# ^ 
^ passed in our^^iinds during a*.sepiaration WjJAch, *, 
both to me,*and to her, vfas a prepkration for it. •* 
But before I ihake the1^xt?aets, let mrfSce peft- , 
^ mitted to say^aitttle mpre ofjier.— About- three 
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-years ago she undertook to write mu life, and this 

is her introduction to it. . /# 

"All that coAcems-Klo^stock, and all that he'* :^ 

does, is so important in my eyes, that I, can Sio 

longer resist the wish to preservp in writing what 

I^obM|ie in him, and what to me appears most 

worthy of obs^mltion. I intend to confine m'Jrself 

to whaMblates to his character, •Aid Whatever has 

ail»connexion with the iSlessiah ; but l^inj^ him 

as I do, man j^ Uttle trifles which concern our mu- . 

tual attachment, ovir l|^i|;iji^ge, and myself, will 

naturally intrude.^ I shtfiU '^obtenre no order of 

time, Jj^t shall write wha^y l^earlfiiow feels, wha€ * 

I now remark, (M^wbfifl have lo{^ since remarked^ 

■A and of iMbich I am now reminded." 

bIk says afterwards, — *' As he knows that 1 

ddl^gltt to hear *#hatever he conaposes, he always 

, -reads it to^e immediately^aough it be often 

only a few verses. ^He isr so*far from opinionated, * 

that on this fifst reajiin^ lata to make my criti- 
' > ., 

if^ cisms, justas they come into Bffy head.'^ 

^ Hb\TOiucn do I lose ia hey even in this respect ^ 
-" .How perfect was her*, taste, how exquisitely fine 
her-ifclings ! l^fcqfeserved' every thing, even to* 
th^slighteft turn of ^the tho^glHj Ihad only ti^ 
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look SLther, and could ste in }^r face whe^n eyen a 
syllable pleased or displease^ her ; an^when I led 
^* herlto explain the reason of h^ remarks, ao^denaon- 
fl^ation could be more true, more accuxate, ^r 
more apsgropriate to the subject. But ii^ general 
this gave us very little trouble, for we u^^^stood 
each other when we had sca^qely^^lgun to explain 
our ideas. ^4 
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MeTA to IJpLOPSTOCK 



Si 
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V Hamburg, ^ug. 2d, 1758. ♦ 

Dip you go three times the disitan(?e to the post, 1^ ^ 
only to see me fox one miiyuie more? Do not ^ 
imagine^ 1 think this a small matter. It c<^rms 
me in my old suspicion, that you have indeed a ^"^ 
little love for me. If you could see me to-ddjf^ I ^ 
- know you would love me de^ly. No one could 
know by my appearance that you b;^ left me. 
The thought thai grief might hurt our child, (for^. ^^ 

, I have too Severely felt the few te^^rs whidi I could^^ > * 

not restrain,) that it would . displease jou, and be 

* ingratitude for our otherwise *>^great happiness, 

^ makes me so resigned that I am almost easy* I 
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c&HBot indeed banflk the bought of you, nor do 
I y^ish it'Hpbt I cajjpriew it in such a light H^t it 
does not disturb me. Our God is with you, and 
will restore you to the arms of your wue ! * * 

Artists. '\ 

I aoiwell, and have continued a heroine; though 

^ I am obliged tffie very watchful against my enemy, 

who lies in ambush, and shoots like a'Hanoverian 

rifleman. In earnest, wKen I think liiave the 

utmost command of myself, the thought of you 

often seizes me so suddenly^ that it costs me much 

.trouble to compose myself again. The most^tri- 

iPfiing circumstances often occasion this. 

Now come, Eliza,* |ind write your certificate. 
" I hereby certify ^pon my honour, that Meta 
Klopstock behaves so well as|to astonisl> me con- 
tinually. / would riot be easy, — certainly not,— 
though I had promised my Impband a thousand 
times. I am half spgry that she is so. It is too 
much love fof*a husband to be easy purely out of 
A. tenderness for him." 

They waked ^me this morning to give me your 
letter, and I got thehead-ach; but that pain was 

* Mrg. Klopstock's sister, who was married to Mr. 
Schmidt. 
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pleasure. Yesterday e^ningtf had somd obscure 
notiiw ^of a letter^ but coul^bnot iufl^itte ho^ it 
should come. I never thought of Schonburg ; but m 
j^u^thougnt^tf it ! You could not help witting; ^ 
yes, thktfis natural, for you love me. / could not 
have helped writing neither. 

I wish the nights were not so dark. I have each ^^ 

night had a strong inclination to rise, and write to 
beg you would return; but do not suppose that I 
indulge this thought. — Yet if the wind has not 
changed, you might^perhaps arrive on Monday^ 
and see G--t, and return on Wednesday. Ah, then^ ^ 
I should have you again for that short time ! || 

Yes, my dear Klopstock, God ^ill give us what 
in his wisdom He|6ees good for us; and if any 
thing be wanting to our wishes. He will teach us . 
to bear that want. 



i 



4^gustl^nii/ Father' /dj/ing day. 
Are you really gone ? Tiie wind was west this *' 
morning, but it is* changed again to the east; our 
God be with thee! Believe me I trust in Him 
ulona^and am convinced that thd way by whid\ 
lie leada; us is th% best for us. 

•*: «• ' -^ 
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1% ' August 10. 

Where arg^you now ? Still in the ship, I figar, 
for you have ha^very unfavouralJi^ winds. May 
God have preserved you from thuad^-storms i 
They have been my greatest dread. We haite hiawl 
violent heat, but no thunder. Last night it was 
'Very very dark. I could not helpcbeing anxious 
about you, but it was not such anxiety as would 
have been ingratitude for my great happiness ;• it 
was tenderness which I can never cease to feel* 
^OD be with yog, and grant that I may hear from ^ 
you on Tuesday; but even if it should not be so, 
# will not be so uneasy as to hurt my healths 

I was reaSy by eight o'clock. Oh, if you Had 
come home ! Yif^ 1. wished forjrou ! It is hard, * 
very hard, after haying liyed wJlli you, tf live with- 
^out you ! t 

August 15. 

God be praised ! I have your Jetter.*^ O what 
joy ! What shall I feel when I have yon again^ 
I know not what I write. I received your letter 
at table. I could eat no more. The tears started 
from my eyes, and I went into my own room. I 
could only thank God with my tears; but H^ \^ 



^ 



understands oui^ tears ! 
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Klopstock to Meta. i^ 



« Bef%st, August 16. 

My Mete^ were both the nights so dark? Thej 
(wera^indeeo^ but God preserved me from all the 



• MetA TO Klopstock. »^^ 

4- 

> ' 

August 9A. " 
I A^[i\^etting through all my* letters^ all my visits, 
^all my employments^ agreeable or disAgre^able, 
/jhat ^en you come, I may live for you alone. 

Yet I will r^lly, in earnest, gladly, do without 
you till poonli^ht comes, though I tremble in 
m every nerve when I think of seeing ^ovi again. 
Jftim, thank^oD, very welj. I hav^ nothing of 
the illness which I felt during the l^st week. 

41 
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dangers which you feared. But now you have my # 

letter, and yoi^have already thawed our God that 

He lias protected pie. Let us together thi^nk Hun 

thi^ ypu an4 our child .are well. I know how yoti 

.think of me. I. know it by my owiS feelings. It 

^*^ .^, often comes so strongly imto my mind that yo^ 

Are with u^, that I aH^ieady to press you to ^my 

heart. My only, Ldve, what will be * the joy of 

jBDieeting >l Depend on it, I.ahall retitra assooii as 

• IIS |>ossiblen ^ 
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Copenhagen, Sept. 2. 
My beloved Meta, how sweet it is to receive 
such letters from you ! My confidence ,that God 
will spare you to me yet remains ; though I can- 

* * 

not s^y that now and then a. cloud does not come 
over it. ' 

There are lighter and heavier hours of trial. 

* 

These are some of the heaviest. Let us take care, 
my dear Meta, that we resign ourselves wholly to 
our God. This solemn thought often occupies 
me. What think you of writing on it to each 
^er, to strengthen us i Q how my hc^rt hangs 
oa thine! ^ " 

To KLOPsgpcK. 

# Septewibti^* 

I Shall indeed be in cSdtinuai misery, if Sep^ 
tember pass^ withojat your return. I shall be^ 
always exp^ptihg to^be confined, and to die widioiit 
you. T?his would destroy all the peace of which I 
wish to teil you, for, God be praised, I am strong 
enough to speak of my d^ath, ^H^y^ omitted it 
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hitherto only on your lu^count; fmd I am happy 
tlmt I needf no longer refrain from it. Yet let me 
be ag uneasy as I will, do nothing That may hurt 
your health. I ought not to have told you of 
my fears; but I find it as impossible in a letter^ 
as w^n I am with you, to conceal any thing which 
presses on my heart. I have left no room to tel| 
^you of my peace and my courage, but>I will db i^ 
another time, 



;^^ 
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Klopstock to Meta. 



l> 



Septeynber 13. 
^ My poor little Meta, youi^ letter yestercMP^.' 
made me quite miserab)^^ I know not how J^^ 
CQuld discover from my letter that I should be so 
^Joris^n coming. I feel wit|j^ you the whole weight 
of ffi^ence; but dp not torment y#urself with the 
4 idea that you may die/and die without me« N^ 
%thfer is at all probable. You will perhaps think 
that I speak coldly on the subkct ; buUhis coldnei^ 
of reason is necessary to us both, not cfh^ that 
we may not mjure ourselves by giving wjy tot 

♦ Her Letter dated September*-?- ., 
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gloomy fears, but also that we may be the bettei* S 

able to submit with perfect resignation to the ^1 ^ 

of our God. This perfect resignation is one of the nr* 
most difficult, and at the same time most consoling 
duties of Christianity, v These days of our sepa. 
ration are days <if trial, whidh call on us to reooUect J|^ 
mat we are If nV(/.— Even the most innocent and I^L 

Tiftuous Idte should be subservient to the love Of ^ 
God. I have read again my " Ode on the Omni^ w 

potence of God/' which I am printing in the 
Northern Spectator, and my ideas of the universal 
prince of Him who alone deserves our adoration ^^ 
became very strong. When God giv«sn(f%race ^' 
tSf, pursue these ideas, then, iny Meta, I am not far 
from thee ? He^iurroun^ both thee and me. His 
•^hand is over us. GoflPIs wh^|e you are. God is > 

where I am. We depend en^rely on Him ; n^ch 
more entirely than n^ generally supposed. We 
* depend on Ifim even in all those things which 
*least call our thoughts towards Him. His preseno^ 
preserves our breath. He has numbered the haift ^" ^ 
of our head. My,1|<flil is now in a state of sweet 
compbsure, though mi^ed with some degree of 
sadpess. O my Wife, whom God has given to 
me, l^i^not careful— be nofcareful for the morrow! 
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Meta to Klopstock. 

*% September 10. 

J il l You must^iot thiak.that I meaa 



^JK any tbiag more thaa thax I i^m at ^ling t^ die a& | 

|k to live^ and thai; I prepare mysdif for bo4l, for I do' " ^ 

^ noli allow myself to; look on either as a certauitjl^! 
Wece I tojjidge&om circiupst^nces^ there is much 
more probability of lijfe than deq|^. But I am 
perfectly resigned to either, God's will be done I*— . 
^ I often wonder at the indifference I feel on die 

^^ ;. ♦ "^ ■ 

8ubjec4|,l/when I am so happy in this world.* O 
what is our religion ! What must that eternal 
state be>.of which we kipiw so ^le, while our 
soul feels so much l^Vforelpan a life with Klo^ 
stock ! It does not: now»app6ar to me so hard to 
leave you and our child, and%Ionly fe^r that I may 
lose this peace of mind again, though it has '^ 

* She was yery grateful for this happiness, but it did not 

> Jjfe at all diminish her desire of a better world. In the last of 

her confessions, which she alw^ used to write, she prays, 

*^ May God continue 4# me the readiness which He has 

, given me to exol^ange a life full of happiness for a still fai^ 

pier etdlity.'* ^ ^ ^ H^ ^' 
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t 

already laftted eight inonths. I well know . that all 
hours are not alike, and particularly the last, since 
death in my situation must be far from an easy 
death: but let the last hour make no impression 
on yon. You know to^^^ wdl how much the body 
then presses dcNfn the soaL'—Let God give what 
He willy I sfmll still be happy. A longer life with 
you,ftflr eternal life with Him ! — But can y^u as 
easily part from me^ayJkfrom you? You are to 
remain in thi^)yorld> m a world without me! 
You know I have always wished to be the sur- 
vivor, because Fwell know it is the hardest to en- 
dure; but perhaps it is the will of God th£#yon 
shduld be left, and perhaps you have most strength^ 
'-— O think where I am goiilg;. and as far as sinners 
can judge of each oth^Tyou may be certain that 
I go there, (the humble hopes of a Christian can** 
not deceive,) aud there "^u will follow me: there 
shall we be for ever united by love, which jfisu- 
redly was not made to cease. — So also shall we 
love our child. At first perhaps the sight of the 
itbiid may add to your distress, but it must after- 
,. wards be a great comfort to you , to have a child of 
mine. I would wish it to survive me, though 1 
know that ^ost people w3tild be ^ a diflkrent 
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Opinion. Why should I think otherwise? Do 1 
not intitist it to you apd to God ? It is with the 
sweetest composuFe that I speak of this, yet I will 
say no more, for perhaps it may affect you too 
much, though you have gii^n me leave to speak of 
it. How I thilrik you for that #hid permission ! ▼ 
My heart earnestly wished it, but on your account 
I would not indulge the wish. — •—I have doai/ I 

ft 

can write of nothing elaii^ J am perhaps too seri- 
ous, but it is a seriousness mixec^^th tears of joy* 

1^ Sepiembei^ 15* 

I Hope, yet tremble, for your letter to-day. O 
take not away my hope J Set off to-morrow. We 
have had since yesterday the finest weather, and 
the best north-east wind. -"You will come exactly 
with the full moon. # set off! Do not rob me 
of my hope. Make me n#t so mihdppy.— Let this 
bedbhe last letter. O come I 

^^ 

Trom Klopstock. 

BernstfSept. 16^^ 
Your letter to-day, my sweet Wife, has very * 
much distressed me.* But before I say any thing 
w Her letter, dated Sept. 1Q|| 
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of it, I must speak of my journey. This letter 
has agitated me, so much that I cannot answer it 
to-day. It has made me not serious only, but 
dejected. May our God do with us according to 
his will. He is the all-wise, and the all-gracious ! 
I cannot conceal from you that my absence at 
this time liee particularly heavy on my heart; yet I 
musjt also tell you that there are very bright hours 
to me, when, though the thought pf absence fills my 
m^ind, I have strength to reflect with composure 
that these are the hours of trial, and that it is here 
I must submit. All you say in your letter affects 
me too much to-day:' otherwise I would gladly 
speak of it with you. The thqught of your death 
affects me too deeply; that ojf absence makes 
Bae, for the reason I ha^yq mentioned,! eheerfiil. 
— —I will tell you how I feci a passage in my 
favourite 139th Psalnj.^ " If I take the wiogs of 

s the morning,, ai^d jremaia in the uttf^rmost part of 

. the sea, even there also shall thy hand hold mei." 

Beyond, the uttermost sea, there art thou, my Love, 

and there too is our God, and there does his hand 

lipid thee. It is a very pleasing thought ! This I 

* promise you, I will not stay one moment from you 
without absolute necessity;, and then when God 
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has given us our child^ and when the dear mother 
and her bahe are with me^ — I tuim giddy when I 
think of it. — I must conclude. My whole heart 
Is entirdy, unspeakably yours ! 

Meta to KhovsToqiKm 

September 18. 
YoiJE thoughtlessness could not have played 
me a worse trick than to send to Soroe the lettar 
in which I hoped for certain information respect-^ 
ing your journey. I know not how I shull feel 
when I see you again. When Fthink of it, I aih 
agitated as when I think of hearing the first 
voice of my child ! Yesterday I went an airing 
for foirr hours. I could go no othet way than the 
road to Lubeck, though I well knew you coiild 
not come so soon. It'wiM^ hot pobsible for me to 
irive any other way. Adieu till to-morrow. O 
«tiay the letter tt)-morrow tell rfie that you have set 
ofF,.^that I have written this letter in vain.— O toy 
only beloved,^ cottie, comi^, cbmfel' • ' ^ 
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Klopstock to Meta. 

Bernsty Sept. 19. 
O my Meta ! you say " make me not so un- 
happy^ but eome/^ How much that affects me! 
But the Captain does not sail till Thursday, as he 
says, and I do not believe he will sail then. He 
has not yet got lading enough. Let us yet endure 
this little time, my only Love! My whole soul 
longs to see you again, but I must not write of 
this at present; it affects me too much, and I wish 
to repress this emotion, because I wish to wait 
with composure and submission for the day of 
joy. Do the same, my Meta! My hope that 
OoD would spare you to me, was yesterday very 
strong. It became particularly so from the good 
account of your health. But I scarcely dare in- 
dulge this thought, it affects me too powerfully. — 
Our God will order all things according to his 
wisdom and love^ O what true and peaceful hap- 
piness lies in that thought, when we give ourselves 
entirely to it. 

• See her Letter, Sept. 15. 
M 2 
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1 return to you for one moment only to say 
how much I love you, and how tenderly I intreat 
you to feel my absence as little as possible. Com- 
pare the time when I left you, not knowing when 
I should return ;J when I did not return till after 
so long an absence ; and now that I must be only 
a short time absent from you, that my return is so 
near at hand, that I am only detained a little time 
by the Captain of the vessel, that we have so much 
reason to hope that God will bless thee with a 
healthy child, and me with the child and thee ! 
Let us reflect on this happiness, and be grateful to 
the Giver. This reflection makes me quite cheer- 
ful. I press you to my heart, my Meta. 

Copenhagen^ Sept. 23. 
At length, my Meta, I am in town to go on 
board. I expect every moment to be called. Our 
God will conduct me. O how I love you, and 
how I rejoice in the thought of our meeting! 

Lubecky Sept. 26. 
I Shall soon be in your arms, my only love. 
God be praised for my prosperous voyage! How 

X In the y^ar 1752. 
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I rejoice that I shall see you at last ! My Meta, 
how shall we thank our God for having preserve^ 
thee to me, and me to thee ! 



To Klopstock. 

September 26. 
I Must indulge my fancy, and write to you at 
Lubeck, to Copenhagen no more, — now no more. 
God will be with you. I have prayed for you 
with my firmest faith. I received your letter just 
as I was beginning to be quite dejected. I have 
not time to write much. I should ifow drive every 
day to Wandsbeck to meet you, if I had not for 
some days had a cold in my head and eyes. This 
• will make me not look so cheerful as I should 
have done if you had arrived last week; but o^her^ 
wise I am perfectly well. 



This was her last letter to me. She died on the 
S8th of Nov. 1758. I once thought of writing, 
from what I and my friends in this place can 
recollect of her last hours, a description of her 
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.agoifizUigy yet happy death ; but I could not have 
gone through with it; at least I should have suf- 
fered too much. What have I not already suf- 
fered in performing my resolution of supplying 
this description^ by extracts from the letters of 
my friends! I rejoice that it is thus more than 
replaced. What do we not owe to friendshipy 
especially in the great afflictions of life ! 

I should not satisfy my own feelings, if on 
iiAs unsought occasion I forbore to mention that 
besides^ my pld friends, I have here found others, 
particukirly since the death of my wife, who have 
realij/ sympathised in my fate. I have often 
when I /thought I was only with strangers, found 
myself amongst friends. I have made this pleasing 
discovery rather from their silence, from a certain 
manner which I observed in them, than from what 
was saiidiof my loss. Jn short, I must say that 
much friendly treatment makes my residence in 
the native town of my beloved wife never to be 
forgotten by me; 
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Letters written after the Death of 
Mrs. K lops toe A, 



Fbov Euzam^th Schmidt, the youngest 
SisTEit OF M|ts. Klopstock. 



Hamburg, Dec. 4. 

YOU have already received the sad account of 
the death of mjr beloved sister. She died as 
$he had lived, with firm courage. She took leave 
of her husband. I prayed with her, and she de- 
parted in the gentlest manner. I closed her eyes. 
I can write no more. Thank God, with me, for 
the extraordinaiy strength, which He bestowed 
upon me in that dreadful hour; it surpassed all 
my natural powers, as my experience fully coiv 
vinces me. Thank God also for the strength^ 
peace, and consolation, which He vouchafes to 
Klopstock. I trust he will be assisted to surmount 
this heavy affliction. 
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From Hartman Rahn* to Schmidt. 

Lubeck, Dec. 4. 
The wise adorable Father in Heaven has called 
to himself his virtuous child. O thou great Object 
of oiir adoration ! grant that we may die the death 
of this excellent person, — a pious, tranquil, holy 
death ! My poor wife is inconsolable, and I must 
comfort her and myself; but I am not the Christ^ 
ian hero that you are. I praise the Almighty, 
that He has so powerfully supported you in this 
dreadful hour. It is your duty to assist me in 
persuading Klopstock to come to tis. .Must not 
every moment passed in Hamburg renew his suffer- 
ings and inward anguish ? And is not a calm silent 
anguish, like his, more injurious to the health 
than that which is louder and more vehement? 



From Johanna Victoria Rahn, Klopstock's 
Sister, to EuzABETU Schmidt. 

Lubecky Dec. 4. 
My dear Eliza, how much have you all suffered^ 
and with what constancy have you endured it! 

* He was married to a Sister of Klopstock* 
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May God preserve your health! What I have 
lost, my beloved Eliza^ I caa find no language to 
express. I loved her more than if she had beeni 
my own sister. But it was the will of God tha^ 
thus it should be ! 



From Cramer* to Klopstock, 

Copenhageriy Dec. 5. 
I Am indeed inexpressibly affected by the totally 
unexpected intelligence, which has cost me and 
my dearest wife so many tears. What should we 
be, with all our joys, and all our hopes, if eternity 
did not console us, and give us an assurance that 
we shall receive our departed friends again, more 
glorious and more perfect. Yes, my dear friend, 
God's consolations are the only true consolations. 
This your glorified Meta, our most beloved friend, 
felt amidst all her sufferings. This exalted her 
soul above this world at its entrance into her 
eternal rest; and this will also wipe all tears from 
your eyes. I rejoice, though my joy is mingled 

* Chancellor of the University of Kiel, and Chaplain to 
the King. One of Klopstock's eadiest and most highlv 
esteemed friends* 
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with sadfliessy in the mercy which God has shewB 
towards you both. May God support you under 
Ae sense of your affliction, and iilake you, through 
his pow^, an ^cample of that true sensibility^ 
which you so often describe in your poetical com- 
positions as attendant on virtue. You will pro- 
bably quit Hamburg soon. All your friends wish 
you to do so. May God preserve your health, and 
console, relieve, and bless you through the power 
of religion. My wife desires me again to agsure 
you, that she takes the warmest and tenderest part 
in your sorrows. 

Once more, God bless you, and restore you to 
case, comfort, and joy, with all those who share 
your affliction. 

From Funke to Klopstock. 

Copenhagen, Dec. 5. 
What can I write? I will not make the' past 
event my subject; for you must know how deeply 
I sympathise with you. Yet what can my grief 
be in comparison of yours ? O, could I but be at 
ease on your account, — but I am all anxiety. My 
heart wavers between two objects : sometimes it 
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turns to her who is goae, sometimes to jou; bat 
on you it rests, for she is above our cfire. Could 
I in the sJig^t^st d^ree aUeviskte your sorrow, I 
should m so doing fulfil the wjsh of an a^g^« 
Dearest frieud, wiU you not come to us ? J{^ei|iaia 
not, I intreat you, in a place where every thiu^ 
around reminds you of that whiqh is <iljEesEidy too 
deeply engraven on your heart. May Gop give 
you peace ! May He strengthea aod bless you! 
I wishit were po^aible that I coiuld render myself 
in any manner tuse&I to yo«u ; lor who reveres, Wiho 
loves, more sinpierely th$an I do, the ppet ot the 
Messiah^ the Chrjistian, the friend, the beloved of 
our departed angel ? 



Klopstock to Crameb. 

Hamburg y Dec. 5. 
This is my Meta's dying day,* and yet lam 
composed. Can I ascribe this to myself, my 
Cramer ? Certainly not. I sleep very little, at 
other times I cannot do without sleep ; and yet I 
son not ill,— often well. Tha|i)cs be to tiie God of 

* A yiKe^k after Jber. death. 
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comfort for all the favour He has shewn me! 
Thank oar God, with me, my Cramer. 

I will DOW try to give you a more circumstantial 
account. Her sufferings continued from Friday 
till Tuesday afternoon, about four o'clock; but 
they were the most violent from Monday evening 
about eight. On Sunday morning I supported first 
myself, and then her, by repeating that without 
our Father's will not a hair in her head could fall; 
and more than once I repeated to her the following 
lines from my last Ode. One time I was so 
much affected as to be forced to stop at every 
line. I was to have repeated it all to her, but we 
were interrupted. 

** Though anseen by human eye, 
" My Redeemer's hand is nigh; 
** He has pour'd salvation's light 
" Far within the vale of night ; 
•* There will God my steps controul) 
*< There his presence bless my soul. 
" Lord, whate'er my sorrows be, 
*< Teach me to look up to Thee !" 

Some affecting circumstances I must omit; I 
will tell you them some other time. 
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When I began to fear for her life^ (and I did 
thb sooner than any one else,) I firom time to time 
whispered something in her ear concerning God, 
but so as not to let her perceive my apprehensions. 
I know little of what I said ; only in general 1 
know that I repeated to her how much I was 
strengthened by the uncommon fortitude graci- 
ously vouchsafed to her; and that I now remind- 
ed her of that to which we had so often encou- 
raged each other — perfect resignation. When she 
had already suffered greatly, I said to her with 
much emotion, ** The Most Merciful is with thee/' 
I saw how she felt it. Perhaps she now first 
guessed that I thought she would die. I saw this 
in her countenance. I afterwards often told her 
(as often as I could go into the room, and support 
the sight of her sufferings) how visibly the grace 
of God was with her. How could I refrain from 
speaking of the great comfort of my soul! 

I came in just as she had been bled. A light 
having been brought near on that account, I saw 
her face clearly for the first time after many hours. 
Ah, my Cramer, the hue of death was on it ! But 
that God who was so mightily with her, supported 
me too at the sight. She was better after the 
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ble^dinj^, but soCfti \forse again. I wsls dHowed 
b*l: very little time to take lea-Te of her. I had 
some hopes that I mi^ght feturn to p^-ay with hei*. 
I ihall rfever eeasje to thank Go i> for the gtaee He 
gave ihe at this partirig. I said, " I wiH fiilfil my 
p«dmise> my Meta, and tell you that your lifoi 
frbm extreme weakness, is in danger."-—^ — You 
Ttitiit Hot e*pect me to relatte every thing to you. 
I caritlPot recollect the whole. She heard perfectly, 
atid spoke without the smallest difficulty. I pto- 
liounced over her the name of the 'Father, the Son, 
and'the Holy Ghost. " Now tlie will of Him who 
inexpressibly supports thee,-^his will be done?' 

* Let Hitn do according to hfs will,' said she; * He 
will do wieliJ She said this in a most expressive 
tdnedf joy and confidence. " You have* endured 
Eke an angel, God has been with you. He 
will be with you. His mighty name be praised ! 
The Most Merciful will support youl Were 
I so wretched as not to be a Christian, I should 
now become one." Something of this sort, and 
yet more, I said to her, in a strong emotion of 
transport. Eliza says we were botkfiiU of joy. — 
" Be my guardian angel, if our God permit?' 

* Yow hav^ been mine,' said she. *^ Be my guar- 
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dian angel," tepeated I, *' if our God petmit.'* 
* Who would not be so?' said she. I would 
have hastened away. Eliza said, *' Give her 
your hand once more." I did so, and knownot 
whether I said any thing. I hasted away, — ^then 
went into my own room, and prayed. GoD gave 
me much strength in prayer ; I asked for perfect 
resignation ; — ^but how was it, my Cramer, that I 
did not pray for her, which would have been so 
natural ? Probably because she was already heard 
above all that I could ask or think ! — 

When I was gone out, she again asked Eliza 
whether it was likely she might die, and whether 
her death was so near? Once she told her that 
she felt nothing. Afterwards she felt some pain. 
She ^aid to Eliza that God had much to forgivfi 
in. her, but she. trusted in her Redeemer. Oa 
another occasion Eliza said to her that God would 
help her ; she answered, " into Heaven." As hef 
head sunk on the pillow, she said, with muqh ani- 
mation, " it is over !" She then looked tenderly on 
Eliza, and with yet unfixed eyes listened while she 
thus prayed, " The blood of Jesus Christ 
cleanse thee from all sin." O sweet words of 
ftternal life! After some expressions of pain in 
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her countenance^ it became again perfectly serene, 
•—and thus she died ! 

I will not complain, my Cramer; I will be 
thankful that ia so severe a trial God has so 
ytrengthened me. 

' At parting she said to me very sweetly, " Thou 
wilt follow me !" May my end be like thine! O 
migbt I now, for one moment, weep on her bosom! 
por I cannot refrain from tears, nor does God 
require it of me. 

GlESECKE* TO KlOPSTOCK. 

Zuedlinburgy Dec. G. 
Though I have already frequently taken up 
the pen, and laid it down again, yet I once more 

resume it, to assure you, that my H ^ and I 

weep with you, and pray for you. Who amongst 
all your friends is better qualified to pity you than 
I am? Who has known her longer, who was better 
Acquainted with her? What a friend have I 
myself lost in her ? ■ 

* One of Klopstock's academical friends, aftd much be- 
Wed by him. 



I 
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I know but too well what you must suffer. I 
feel in all its dreadful force this sudden separatioa 
from your departed saint, after having been blest 
for so short a time with her society; and the 
annihilation of the best, the noblest, and the 
most rational hopes of happiness on earth. And 
although I know that this separation will not be 
for ever, and that your hopes are not all anni- 
hilated, yet I tremble for the conflict which you 
must at present endure. Yours is a heavy trial; 
but, my dear friend, God, who lays it upon you, 
will not leave you without support. A has 

given me the great pleasure by assurance that God 
has already begun to glorify Himself in you ; for 
you have said, ** She is not far from me." Indeed 
to a Christian the distance is not great between 
earth and heaven. May God confirm in you the 
consolation arising from this important truth ! 
And now, my dear Klopstock, exert all your 
strength, and consider that you owe an example 
to your friends, and to your readers. Lament the 
loss of your Meta, with all the tenderness which 
she deserves ; we lament it with you ; but we in- 
treat you not to yield too much to your affliction, 
reasonable as it is. Consider your important vo- 

N 
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cation. Consider your friends,^ your mother, your 
sisters. Your dear mother will write herself ; you 
may easily imagine what she suffers ; but it will be 
a great relief to her mind, to know that you are 
not entirely depressed by your affliction. 



Elizabeth Schmidt to Giesecke. 

Hamburg y Dec. 6, 
How much pleasure would your letter and your 
sweet Ode* have given me, had I received them at 
another time. But now, I have scarcely been 
able to read the Ode; — it affects me too much. 
What I feel,j^(7M may easily imagine. What have 
I not lost! But I will not — I must not complain. 
Klopstpck forbids me. I have now first learnt 
the full power of religion. But I will to-day 
write nothing but a circumstantial account of our 

beloved friend's last hours. She endured her 

sufferings with fortitude and resignation seldom 
equalled. Klopstock, who had determined not to 
leave her, could not support it. He went but, and 
came in again, all night long. About ten in the 

* This gentleman wa8 a much-admired lyric poet. 
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morning, from extreme fatigue no doubt, she had 
some faintings; but they lasted only a short time, 
and then she came to herself again. She was 
always patient. She smiled on Klopstock, kissed 
his hand, and spoke quite cheerfully. 

Now the trying scene began. Klopstock went 
in, and informed his wife that her life was in 
danger. She answered with perfect composure, 
" What our God wills is right!" They took leave 
of each other; but that I will not describe. Klop- 
stock shall do it himself after a while. When he 
was gone, I went to the bed, and said, " I will stay 
with you." ' God bless you for it, my Eliza !■ said 
she, and she looked at me with the calm serene 
smile of an angel. She then said to me, ' Is my 
death then so near ?' " I cannot pronounce that," 
I answered. ^ Yes — my husband has told me all 
that may happen. I know all.' " 1 know too 
that you are prepared for all.' " You will die 
tranquil and happy." ^ Oh, God must then forgive 
me much; but I think of my Redeemer, in whom 
I trust.' 

At one time she said, ^ I do not feel much, 
Eliza; very little.' " O that is well! God will 
soon help you." * Yes, to Heaven^ said she.— 

N 2 
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Kow she was still, but appeared to feel pain. Soon 
after she laid her head back, and said, * It is 
over!' and at the same moment her face became so 
composed, that the change was observable to every 
one. A moment before it expressed nothing but 
pain, now nothing but peace. I began to pray, 
In short exclamations, duch as she had taught 
me, and thus, after a few minutes, she died ; — so 
soft, so still, so calm ! ■ 

On Monday she was buried, with her Son iti 
her arms, iri the iame gfaVe where three of my 
children now rest; for you do not yet know that, a 
week before, I lost my youngest little gitl. Think 
what I, weak as( I ani, have lived through ; but 
thank God with me, who so supernaturally 
strengthened me, that I was Me, with courage 
and firmness not my own, to stand by Our Meta in 
her last moments. 

God preserve you and those you love! God 
preserve Klopstock, to whom He now gives s ich 
uncommon grace and support. I can write no 
more. I wish you may be able to read this. 
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StOCKHAUSEN* TO KlOPSTOCK. 

Luneburgy Dec. 9. 
Comfort — ah, who can comfort you? From 
the hand which has smitten you, can you alone 
expect it; and to a man, who, like you, has been 
accustomed to make the noblest feelings of re- 
ligion his employment, I think this is already a 
source of consolation. May God give it to you in 
the fullest measure ; and pour the balm of heavenly 
peace into your wounded heart! Offer up all to 
Him, and you will receive all from Him. After 
this separation, though a short one, from her you 
love, (whom God will restore to you, and restore 
in glory,) your path must iijdeed appear more 
lonely, more rough and tedious; but what is it 
compared with that eternity, that blissful eternity, 
to which it leads? When the short dream of life 
is over, when the dismal phantoms vanish, at the 
brightness of the everlasting day, 

«< Then shall no &te again divide the souls 

** Which, Nature, thou didst for each other form."f 

* Redlor of a public school, 
f From one of Klopstoclf's Ode^. 
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H. Rahn to E. Schmidt. 

Lubeckj Dec, 9* 
You must allow me, my dear Eliza, to make 
some remarks on your letter. That for some 
hours every day you talk with Klopstock of no- 
thing but Meta, and try to recollect all her last 
word>, looks, and actions, and in so doing are not 
melancholy, only tranquilly and sweetly sad, (these 
are your own words,) this I fear is food for his af- 
fliction, and food which, though sweet, will rather 
keep up- than allay the emotions which deprive him 
of necessary rest. That God can wonderfully 
strengthen and support him, — Ah, my Eliza, how 
can I doubt it? But, my dearest friend, is it the 
less our duty to use every possible human precau- 
tion to cut off all sustenance to his secret grief and 
pain ? I am sure you will pardon me for venturing 
to name to you things which you know better 
than I do ; because it is often, and particularly 
in such circumstances, not quite useless to be 
reminded of what we well know. 

One thing more I must say ; that I envy you 
for having teen present at the death of our blessed 



[ 183 ] 

sister. What may not be learnt from every death- 
bed, and what must not you have leatnt from such 
a death ! God give a blessing to it in your soul, 
in time, and in eternity ! 



Cramer to Klopstock. 

Copenhagen^ Dec. 12. 
I Thank you for the letter which I received 
from you by the last post. How much were we 
affected by the interesting account which it gave 
us of the sufferings of our sainted friend, of her 
fortitude, of the comfort which you afforded her, 
and of your own noble sensibility ! Our tears 
again flowed. But in the midst of the melancholy . 
interest which we take in your loss, (might we not 
rather, in a religious sense, call it gain ?) we feel 
much satisfaction in the proper and Christian-like 
state of your mind. Thus is our God, the All- 
Merciful, ever at our right hand during the most 
awftil trials. May He still continue with you ! 
And we sincerely wish that He may strengthen 
and console you ever more and more! In the 
mean time endeavour, first through gratitude to 
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Him, and next through friendship for us, to take 
All possible care of your health, which is so pre- 
cious to us. I must intreat you most earnestly, 
if it be in your power, to return with L— — . I 
repeat my wish. May God strengthen you, com- 
fort you, and give you peace through the power of 
religion, ever more and more! I am, with the 
warmest friendship, entirely your's. 



E. Schmidt to Klopstock's Mother. 



Hamburgh Dec. 12. 

God will and must comfort us all. He will 
comfort and support us with his grace, that we 
may be able to bear the heavy cross which He 
has laid on us, according to his will. 

Your chief anxiety must now be for your dear 
son; and I wish you could yourself see him. What 
a miracle does God exhibit in him. He presents 
an example to us all ho w powerfully God supports 
those who are his, even under the most trying cir- 
cumstances. You will readily believe that we do 
our utmost to cheer and amuse our dear brother— 
but you could better imagine it, if you knew how 
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much we all love your son. How I, in particular, 
respect and love him, I cannot express to you. I 
loved my blessed sister most tenderly, that is known 
to all who were acquainted with us ; but I now feel 
that I do not love our Klopstock less than I loved 
her. You may hence conclude, that from my heart 
I shall do every thing that can in any degree 
contribute to soothe his grief. He will probably 
write to you himself, and tell you, that on account 
of his health, he does not intend to travel this 
winter, but will wait till spring. 

The night before her death I was alone with 
her. She suffered much, but with great com- 
posure. She talked a good deal to me. O happy 
hours which God gave me with her, even then, 
though deeply tinged with sorrow! Amongst 
other things she said, '^ O Eliza, how should 1 now 
feel, if 1 had not employed the whole nine months 
in preparing for xpy death! Mow my pains will 
not suffer me to pray so continually, to think so 
worthily of God, as I am at other times accus- 
tomed, and .would noiiy^ most wish to do," 
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GiESECKE TO E. Schmidt. 

Suedlinburgy Dec. 13. 

Your letter has aiiticipiited mine. On Wed- 
nesday it was not possible forme to write more, 
after my letter to Klopstock. How much you 
inust have suffered, my dear Eliza ! Gut of Ham- 
burg there is no one who can be so sensible of 
that as I am, because I best ktioW how mU(ih you 
loved our departed saint, 'the loss of her must 
at any time have been a severe misfortune to you; 
but to lose her at such a time, and in such a man- 
ner! But Klopstock forbids you to "murmur, — ^He 
who has lost much more, arid who can judjge <if 
your feelings by his own. How d^dr is h6 to na6 ! 
How much do I grieve for him as my own friend 
and yours, so nearly allied to yoii,— worthy to have 
possessed his beloved,'— worthy' t6 laiiient her loss 
—and (yet may it be latef/mi^y H6 receive her 
again in a better world. * 

I thank you for the citt^uiiistantial account 
which you have given me of our Meta's deaths 
though you have not answered all the questions 
which I should wish to ask. I thank my dear 
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Klopstock for requesting you to give me this 
account. Deeply do my H-— and I feel and parti- 
cipate in your loss ! On that which we ourselves 
have sustained I will be sitept. ■ ■ ■ 

We sympathise with you in the death of your 
youngest daughter. Three of your children have 
now passed into eternity ; and we shall all follow 
those who are already departed. May God sup- 
port us with his consolation as often as we shall 
undergo a separation fron^ those whom we love* 
Though we are to submit to every calamity or- 
dained by Him^ He does not forbid a settled, soft 
melancholy: such is, I know, the melancholy. of 
Klopstock; such is yours; such ought mine to be 
also. But even the softest melancholy may become 
prejudicial to us. Let not this be the case with 
you and Klopstock, Encourage htm, when you 
shall find ' a favourable ppppftiinity, to take a 
journey to Quedlinburg; it will afford great cour 
solation to his mother, who is most anxiously con- 
cerned for him, and greatly afflicted on her own 
account at the loss of such a beloved daughter- 
inJaw, who, as she is continually repeating, was 
entirely formed for her son. We will mourn with 
him ; and when he shall be able, he shall give me 
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an account of his parting with his beloved. God 
tries him by severe affliction; but he will find him 
faithful. And consider, my dear Eliza, how you 
have yourself been supported. I did not imagine 
you could have survivied this event, though I am 
sensible that God gives us the strength which is 
requisite for us. 

Your intelligence is too distressing to admit of 
my dwelling any longer on the subject at present. 
It is evident that Klopstock has fully resigned 
himself to the will of that God, who gave to him 
his Meta, without doubt that he might enjoy her 
society for a longer time than the short period of 
four transitory years. 

May God comfort you, your poor Mpther, you^r 
sister Dimpfel, and all who participate in your 
sorrows. F— - and G— assure Klopstock of 
their sincere sympathy. How many excellent 
people mourn his loss 1 

Mrs. Riedenger to Klopstock's Mother. 

Leipdckj Dec. 15. 
You can scarcely imagine how much I was 
affected by the death of your amiable and virtuous 
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daughter. How great is the loss of a husband in 
such a wife^ and how great that of a whole family 
in such a sister and friend ! I sympathise with 
you most cordially. But who, without guilt, can 
murmur against the decrees of an All-wise Pro- 
vidence? Goo has removed this excellent woman 
from the world, in order to render her more perfect. 
Her paininl death has been but her passage into 
that eternal state, in which she is now far hi^pier 
than we are. Yet we may hope to become sharers 
in her felicity, and to meet her again, never to be 
parted more. How much satisfaction does it af«* 
ford me that I have enjoyed an acquaintance with 
this heroic woman! But it was not permitted to 
continue in this world ; that happiness is reserved 
for another ! 

FUNKE TO KlOPSTOCK. 

Copenhagen, Dec. 18* 
How kind is my dearest Klopstock in allowing 
me the melancholy satisfaction of talking to him 
of his loss ! How high a value does it give your 
friend in his own eyes, to hear that by his letter he 
lias darted a beam of cheerfulness into the soul 
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of Klopstodc 1 You wishy my deur friend, that I 
may soon write again. How daal, for a single 
day, delay to fcdfil so flattering: a- reqtirest ? What 
is a letter, com/pared with what I would do for 
you, if I had the power ? 

I praise God with you, dearest friend^ for the 
peace He has vouchaafed to your soul. Yet I shall 
not be qaiteiree from atixiety on your account, 
till I am assured that your body admats the refresh- 
ment of deep, which it now de^pisQS. What shall 
I say to you ? I can write only .on one subject 
to have any claim on your attention, and that is 
too tender. How shall I so gently touch your 
wounded soul, as not to give it. paia?-*-I will try. 
I will take the hint from your own letters. You 
desire Cramer to tell you his thoughts on the views 
of God in such an extraordinary trial ; and though 
it never came into my head to suppose I could say 
any thing that you did not far more perfectly 
know and fed, yet I think that meditations of this 
sort must now be so natural and pleasing to your 
heart, that I know not how to choose better* Here 
then are some of my thoughts. 

She was ripe for her birth into the life of an 
angel. Long already had . she soUght her whole 
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happiness in love, and knowledge, the fountainft 
whence Angels draw their, bliss. The favour of 
her Heavenly Father, who so soon acco\inted her 
worthy of immortality, without first proving her 
by many years of suffering, has been visibly great 
towards her. He doubtless saw she was an obe- 
dient docile child, that would be willingly led 
by kindness and love; for how happy was she 
during the latter years of her life, and almost to the 
hour of her translation! Her best, her dearest, 
only friend, her guardian angel on earth, (as her 
heart, overflowing with the tenderest love, called 
him even in her last moments,) was all she wished 
for here. He felt it, and made her happy, and the 
remembrance of her will be his greatest earthly 
happiness, as long as he remains behind. In the 
midst of those blissful days, she passed into the 
infiinitely superior glory of her Father and Re- 
deemer, and her departure is mourned by many 
excellent friends who loved her, and who now 
support themselves with the hope of seeing her 
again. In the hour of dissolution only did she 
feel the lot of mortality, but praised be the God 
of mercy ! no longer than while the sun a few 
times ran his daily course ; and those short suffer- 
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mgs, m which by her stedfast patience she so 
willingly and nobly gave thelast proof of obedience 
to her heavenly Father, must have rendered her 
entrance into the land of bliss the more enchanting. 

** For when the short repose of death is past, 
" Then transport follows ; — bliss — eternal bliss**** 

In like manner the short separation from her 
friend will make his re-union with her so much 
the more delightful. He suffers indeed, — the sad 
survivor, — but is he not rewarded by the consoling 
thought, that in some measure he suffers in her 
stead ? Would she have had strength to bear her 
lot, had it been that of her deserted friend? To 
sink under the stroke of such a fate, had been in 
her, who possessed every perfection of the female 
heart, almost a virtue. — But he is a man. 

Permit me now, my beloved friend, to make 
some reflections of another sort. Should you 
consider some of them as the dreams of an unre- 
strained imaginationy I can only answer that I write 
them with the wish that they may, not unpleasantly, 
employ you for a few minutes. 

We are both agreed, my dear Klopstock, in 
thinking that the present life is a Gymnasium, 

* Klopstock. 
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where by various exercises and conflicts we are 
prepared for higher callings, for greater perfection ; 
or, more suitably to my present ideas, 1 may com- 
pare it to the first scenes of a drama, which only 
propose what is afterwards to be unravelled. But 
to render the sequel intelligible, I must first give 
you a slight idea of some singular hypotheses, 
which indeed I consider only in that light, but 
which have given rise and form to my present 
thoughts. 

I am inclined from various causes to believe that 
in a future state the union of souls will still subsist^ 
and will then be of a far more intimate and perfect 
kind. It must indeed be supposed that very few 
connexions will continue as they were here formed ; 
for how seldom do souls formed for each other meet ! 

** Now ia Bar distant climes their lot is cast, 

<f And now long ages roll their course between."* 

According to these ideas, those marriages must 
be considered as the happiest, in which each party, 
in his proper sphere, has an equal capacity for per- 
fectioUi and which have laid in this life the foun* 
dation of their eternal friendship. How great an 

* Klopstock's Ode to Bodmer. 

o 
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ifirflueiice both these causes must have on their 
earthly happiness, I leave t6 yourself to judge; for ^ 
you best can. In this point of view, you, my ex- 
cellent friend, must be one of the happiest of men; 
for was she not, as Cramer justly said, " Klopstx>ck' 
in feminine beauty?" And of this I am certain, 
that your connexion is one of those few whose 
duration will be eternal. For this cause you 
were to meet on earth, and possess each other as^ 
long as was needful to lay the deepest foundation 
for the tenderest and stiongest, — for an everlasting 
friendship. How perfectly have you fulfilled this 
destiny ! But that other views might also be ful- 
filled, she was to be translated to the world of 
spirits before her friend. There was to be another' 
soul, sprung from them> on whom the love of both- 
might center, to augment their happiness. That 
this also might have its proper perfections, tl^e 
first embryo alone of its existence was unfolded, 
and so soon as the tender bud was formed in the 
maternal bosom, it was transplanted to a hs^pier 
climate, and tended by its glorified mother and the 
angels. Without the aptitude to err and sin, this' 
infant augel, who perhaps is an image of the united 
viitues of those from whom he sprung, enters mt9^ 
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the society and instruction of the perfect. Free 
from the mortal covering, he learns to know the 
Godhead with higher powers, and the universe 
with purer and finer organs. The tender mother 
perhaps will one day meet you with this darling 
of her heart. This I confidently hope to hear from 
you in future, if I be not myself a spectator of the 
heavenly scene. 

All these dreams are, I think at least, agreeable 
to analogy. All the happiness which creatures 
derive from each other, arises from their difference 
in some respects, and their great similarity, or 
sympathy, in others. If such fictions please us, 
without appearing true, they at least give an im- 
pulse to our thoughts. — And is happiness of merely 
human creation so delightful? How /glorious, then, 
is that which He, whose thoughts and ways are 
infinitely above ours, has prepared for them that 
love Him! bliss which, according to his own 
gracious expression, has never entered into the 
heart of man. 

I will not venture, dearest friend, to speak of 
those designs of Providence which regard yourself 
«ilone ; though they may perhaps be the most im- 
portant of all. You will think of them much more 

o « 
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nobly^ you will feel them far more strongly, and 
the Spirit of God himself will teach them to you. 
I will only try to consider, for a few minutes, the 
secondary objects; the effects to be produced 
through your means on others. 

Since I am convinced that the whole spiritual 
world is connected by certain principles,as universal 
as attraction in the material world, I must be of 
opinion that far less important events, that almost 
every word, perhaps even every thought, has its 
consequences in the world of spirits; and not for 
a time only, but in some sense for eternity. At 
present indeed we can only speak of what is visible. 
Since I consider your Messiah less as a master 
piece of human genius, than as a work for the 
glory of religion and the prqpagationof piety and 
virtue in more than one age, and more than one 
nation ; since I am convinced how great a deed 
lie does, who makes one pious thought alive and 
active in a human soul; since I know how a single 
passage in a beautiful book, or in a religious con. 
versation, has often had an influence on me for 
many days together, (and I shall, to all eternity, 
thank those to whom I am indebted for the smal- 
lest benefit of this sort;) I do not think it an un- 
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important secondary object of this your trial, if 
it but give you some new ideas ; if it awaken in 
your mind some great and strong emotions^ before 
unknown to you; if it throw you into that state 
of happy inspiration, when your thoughts bum 
within you, and give an impulse to your expres- 
sions, which, fHToceeding from a soul in an un- 
common situation, will be the more likely to 
make their way to the hearts of those who are in 
similar circumstances; — nay, should it only have 
more distant effects than these on the perfection 
and extensive utility of your works ; and such 
effects it must have. 

Among these secondary views, I reckon also 
the effect which the account of the departure of 
your now immortal Love will produce on all the 
friends of that angel ; and how many virtuous 
friends she had ! The best should sometimes be 
reminded that they are fallen; that death is a 
punishment ; as they should also be led to feel the 
iofinite value of the redemption by Jesus Christ, 
which extracts from this punishment its bitterness, 
and renders it a blessing. The thought of death, 
as it arises on such an occasion, is astonishingly 
bjsneficial. The best have their hours of indolence, 
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but time stays not his course, Tiiis life, the aeeel 
time, which ends with the moment of death, hen 
comes, by such awakening, more important; we 
feel more forcibly the exhortation^ '' let ub not be 
xireary in well-doing, for in duf? time we shall reap.'' 
Life seems shorter; death mearer. In a word, all 
useful knowledge, which oft^n is but theory in our 
minds, at such a time becomes practice. 

You, my dearest friend, have the merit, that all 
such views are fulfilled in some measure at your 
expense. I call it a merit, for I know that yor^ 
will reap the most glorious fruit froin it, I again 
repeat that I do not venture to touch on the ends 
which regard yourself alone, for on that subject 
you best can think, and feel, and speak ; and yet 
you will here understand only a small part of them. 
Beyond the grave the full light shall first beam 
on you. I know that in the mean time you will 
adore the dispensations of God. " Thou wilt 
thank Him with thy song." 

Suffer me to hint at one thing more, which to 
me brings much comfort. Will not her death be 
one day less grievous to you? What is there 
remaining on earth, that in so high a degree pos-^ 
sesses your heart? Does Clarissa at any- moment 
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appear greater^ than when she raises herself above 

> 

the most dreadful intelligence she could have re- 
ceived, with the thought, "The Almighty will 
have me depend on no one but Himself." 

We are called to high purposes. Human friend- 
ships are of little value, if they serve not to kindle 
in us a desire for immortality; and without doubt 
they are given us for that end, for when does the 
soul more ardently long after it, than on the bosom 
of a friend whom we wish to possess for ever ? 
Certainly no hours of my life have fled more 
happily than those that I formerly spent in such 
feelings, with two friends, of whom one is now an 
angel. My whole soul glows with rapture, when 
I recall the memory of those hours. But I have 
been deprived of them since I left Saxony.— 
Friendship must be ripened to a perfect sincerity 
and heart^felt confidence, before it can burst into 
such blossoms ; before it can, by its own native 
heat, put forth this its most delicious fruit. In 
such moments we forget ourseli* and our friend, we 
see only higher objects. We fly hand in hand to 
Heaven, and with undazzled eyes behold the sun. 
We are never happier in friendship, though at the 
time we do not seem to feel it. I hoped soon to 



[ «00 ] 

have enjoyed such scenes again, when half a year 
ago you quitted us, and I unknowingly took my last 
leave of the Angel who now beholds and enjoys 
what we still hope for. God who sees into infinity 
has thus decreed 1 

Will you not, my best loved friend, sOon come 
to us? Be my guide in the journey which is yet 
before us both. May the Almighty bless the 
friend of my soul : — bless him for ever and ever.^ 

•f As it is presumed that every person who has read this letter must 
wish to become more acquainted with the writer, I will here insert 
the account of his character, which is^ given by Professor Cramer, 
in his work entitled, " Klopstock, er und uber ihn." 

" The number of Klopstock's friends was augmented in the year 
1756, by two excellent men, who gained his whole heart. One of 
them was Funxe, at that time a very young man, whom Gellert 
recommended to my Father as a tutor for me and my brothers* I 
can never think of him without feeling the tenderest love andgra* 
titude. I have to thank him for the greatest part of T(|jatl learned 
In my youth, and I am indebted to him for much more than know- 
ledge, — for the early formation of my mind to integrity, indepen* 
dence, and equanimity. He always educated mc^ with kindness^ and 
suggested to me every instruction, without forcing it upon me; for 
bis method was natural, simple, and easy. To him I would willingly 
erect a monument, but it is not requisite : he has erected one to 
himself, before the public, in several works, not voluminous indeed, 
but of so much the richer intrinsic value; and in the little circle of 
his social exertions, by the universal esteem vilh which he was 
regarded at IVlogdeburg, where he was the Uead ofa school which hit 
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Klopstock to Giesecke. 

Hamburg, Dec. 20. 
Eliza and I are sitting opposite to each other 
and both writing to you. She is copying my 

diligence soon increased from the number of forty to more than an 
hundred. — Happy Magdeburg, to possess such an instructor within 
its walls ! His various talents and acquirements^ added to hit 
benerolent, friendly, feeling heart, and quick discernment of Cha-. 
racter, rendered him acceptable to every one. To a perfect know- 
ledge of the ancient languages, and of classical literature, he united 
a taste for the beautiful^ the sublime, and the useful, of modem 
times* Except Klopstock and Yoss, Germany has perhaps never 
produced an equally profound and excellent linguist. He perfectly 
understood both French and English, though he did not speak them; 
and as he early dedicated himself to theology, that profession in- 
duced him to study Hebrew, Arabic, and other Oriental languages* 
He also made himself acquainted with Danish, whilst he lived with 
my father. He composed some excellent hymns. He understood 
music, sung at Concerts in Copenhagen, played on the harpsichord, 
and was well versed in composition. It may easily be imagined 
how much his love of poetry, and knowledge of languages, recom. 
mended him to those great men who have contributed so much to the 
perfection of our own. — In our house, he was not merely a tutor, 
but on various occasions an adviser and assistant to my father, and a 
sincere sharer in all his domestic joys, sorrows, and cares; an indjs. 
pensible member of our family; respected by every one, beloved . 
by all good men, and the confidential friend of Klopstock, Basedow 
Schlegel, Rothe, and of all who distinguished themselves in that 
circle, by knowledge, by wit, by talents for writing, or by the social 
virtues," 
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letter to Cramer for you. How I thank you for 
your last 1 Much real comfort was contained in 
it. Also for your excellent fragment of a prayer, 
which gave me much strength. I was greatly 
affected by the ideas of prayer and acceptance to 
which it gave rise. 

I was already at Altona when this letter arrived, 
for I went there the evening after my Meta's death, 
after having seen my dead son, but not my wife; 
I dreaded too much the return of that image. 

I forgot to mention what follows, in my letter 
to Cramer. Should 1 in future recollect any thing 
else, I will write it to you. 

Twice or thrice my Meta looked at me, without 
speaking a word, and then to Heaven^ in such a 
manner that it is utterly impossible for me to 
describe it. — I understood her perfectly. I can- 
not tell you with what a mixture of sorrow, of 
fjonfidience in God, and of certainty that she was 
dying, she looked from me to Heaven. Psever, 
never, — though often in soitow and in joy have I 
looked up with her to Heaven, — never did I see 
her so! The situation of a dying person is so sin^ 
gulaVy it seems to belong neither to this world nor 

4 

the next. — I should have much to repeat, if 1 could 
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with aay degree of accuracy i^em^fiiber what from 
time to time I whispered to her, though iit a very 
few words; knowing that she understood my 
meaning. Had not her sufferings so pierced my 
soul^ I should have been more master of myself, I 
should have been able to act more on design, and 
have remembered more. — What I said to her from 
time to time was chiefly stronger feeling of com* 
fort which conquered the feelings of pain. 

Eliza has just now for the first time shewn me 
your letter. I could almost quarrel with her for 
pot shewing it to me sooner^ Your letters, my 
Giesecke, have peculiar power to console me; 
there is something refreshing in them. You must 
often write to me. 

My Mcta left a paper with Eliza, on whieh^^ 
besides some other directions, she had written what 
she would have on her coffin. It consists of two 
passages from the eleventh book of the Messiah. 
The soul of the penitent Thief speaks : 

" Was this then death? 
" O soft yet sudden change ! — ^What shall I call thee J 
<• No more-— no more thy name be death.— And thou, 



[ 204 ] 

« Corruption's dreaded pow'r» how changed to joy! 
* Skep then companion of my first existence, 
^ Seed sown by G0D9 to ripen for the harvest!'' 



The soul of the Thief continues speaking, while 
the etherial body forms around it: 

«<0 what new life I feel! 
^ Being of beings, how I rise! Notoiirf 
<< A thousand steps I rise! And yet I feel, 
** Advancmg sull in glory, I shall soar 
^ Above these thousand steps.— Near and more near, 
** (Not in his works alone, these beauteous worlds,) 
« I shall behold th' Eternal, face to face!" 

I too wished to put something on the coflin, 
and I chose the following lines from the second 
stanza of my Ode: 

^ Though unseen by human eye, 

<< My Redeemer's hand is nigh. 

<<He has poured salvation's light 

** Far within the vale of night." ^ 
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Basedow to Klopstock. 



January 13. 

I Received your letter at Copenhagen; other- 
wise I should have answered it sooner. Your 
other letter was sent to me by Cramer. The 
agreement between them affected me extremely. 
I should be more surprised at the state of your 
mindy if I were less sensible of the power of religion. 
Praise be to Him^ who has brought life and im« 
-mortality to light, that we might not sorrow, as 
the Heathen, which have no hope. You will now 
rejoice that religion has been the principal object 
of your diligent study; since by that means it is 
become more lively and more active in your heart, 
than it is in that of many a well-meaning Christian. 

Since I read your last letter, I have loved you 
more than you can perhaps imagine. God will not 
withdraw his comfort from you; he will still pre- 
serve you in life and health. We shall still pass 
many improving hours together ; at least this is 
my ardent wish. 
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GlESECKE TO KlOPSTOCK* 

Quedlinburg, Jan. 28. 

I Thank you most sincerely for your letter, 
and for imparting to me that which you wrdte to 
Cramer. They have very much gratified and 
edified me; and not only confirmed my hope that 
God will support yjou, but convinced me, that He 
can do, and actually does, more than we, with all 
our confidence in Him, presume to expect. You 
are right in exhorting your friends to praise Him 
with you. I am persuaded that He will still 
further strengthen you. 

Keep your promise of communicating to me 
whatever you may recollect of the last days and 
hours of your blessed Meta. Accounts of this 
sort are important to every Christian ; and how 
much more when they are, at the same time, ac- 
counts of our friends. I see that God can turn all 
things to good for them that are his ; and I must 
ascribe it to this cause, if my letters have given you 
any satisfaction. ^I kilow not what I wrote. 

How shall I rejoice in the spring, if it bring you 
to us I Then will I weep with you, and weeping 
praise our God. I have yet much to ask you, and 
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much to say of the blessed princess. There too 
we have experienced that Christians have peculiar 
comfort. Your angel is now with her. I feel 
assured that they know each other. Had your 
Meta gone before her into eternity, she would 
have rejoiced at the thought of seeing her there» 
as she did in her last hours, in the hope (^ meeting 
others of my glorified friends, of whom we had 
often spoken. — 

4 

Dr. Young to Kloi»stock. 

Wellwyn, Feb. 4. 

I Cannot lay down my pen, without 

telling you how much my heart sympathises with 
yours in your very, very severe loss. I am but too 
well qualified to do so, because it is not long since 
a similar affliction befel me. I say mt long, 
although many years have since elapsed. But the 
wound was so deep, that it appears to me still 
recent, and it often bleeds, as if I had but yesterday 
received it. May the Almighty God support 
you, in his great mercy, with many> many other 
blessings. 

FiUu cmUrariafata rependeni* 
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Countess ^B^rnstorff to/Klopstock. 



March 13. 

-Jim 

You have ient me »^ sheet of Letters from the 
Dead to the Liiring^ without telling me by whom ' 
they are written; but I^ think I cangue||. 'Itis 
not'you; it is your wife. ,-I beg you to OQntinue 
them, for I think them very inteiesting. I parti* 
culaily like this sort of letters, when they are so 
' well written as th^se are. . r^ 



#1* 



d^ 



t 



From the Same to Klopstock. 
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^ 



March 20» 
How much am I obliged to you for having 
complied with my wishes, by sending me tlie con-^ ^ 
tinuation of the Letters from the Dead. I can but 
faintly tdl you how much I feel in reading them. 
To how many reflexions have they led me ! I hope 
there are many more of them, but ^ere will still 
be t90 few for me. 
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^f- ' EjItracTh^.f a Letter* fbo!S[ 
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Dii. Young 




^ ^ -r ,^ Te Kliopssock.* 
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V I ThiiG^ yau for the^melaacko^, yet pleasdng 

sight of your dear wife's monument. I read in it 

^^ the Christian charact<eir of her husband. Its last 

^^"^ wdfd was the common s^iutation of the primitive 

^.Christians, when tfcNgE met each onHeTf^'ResurrexfL 

i Should not our hetots burn within us at the blessed 

.-r" - 

M 

sdtad? That word onrries in it all Ottr hop^ and 

t Jl^y* We shall «oon bury all our other hope iK|id 

# "joyi never to rise agai^. And shall Beings that 

^ f have no end, prize any thing that has? Christ 13 

"^^ tiindeed the truth, and the world a K^, Infidels 

♦ " * believe it, and are uiidone. 

^ >^ I love your faith and viifUe, I admire your 
geniuif I deplore your loss, I pity your distre«B, I 
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* This letter ^was writtffi after tile publication of Mr. 
Klopstock's book, but the editor believes that the insertion 
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'pray for yAir prosperity, and shall b? fevgr ptotd -^^ 

^ My dear Si^ ' ^ "" -J^ 

Yout most oJ)^ientiBid most humble seigin^ ** 



of your commanSb ; being, mos^co|^i^y, ^ 
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1^ Mhk KUpstoc&f in ccntmuation. 
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Thus far ihe letters of my friends. 



She is not yet buried in the place where I^hbpg^ 
to rest beside her. I intend to have our grave . ^ ^ - 
madein £K)ipe village church-yard by the Elbe. ^Ib^^ 
.will choose a beautiful" country, , for the sake of 
those who may visit it. Wit|i the same view, aiid ' 
not from the vanity of adormng a very i^impl< 
tomb^ I have requested her two sisters each to plai# "^Z 1 
a tree by tjie side of her gr»^% and her dearest ^jjL^^ 
fiie»dtai»)# ftowers upon||. ■' ^ . % "^t * ^^ 



iff'. ''■- :'..:. a 
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^ ^4Bn th^ £ttve-s^ffl|e shall be tWb yhea^-slfeave% 






ti^ligentlp 1^ one on the other. Uijder ^em, 
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♦* *< Seediown by GoD| to ripen for the hanreafci^ 
(Inlfce middle of the grave-stone these wbrdb:) 



4^/ 
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«» MARQAREirrA KLOPSTOCK, 
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M f There, where de^ is not, awsdts t 

m ^^ ^y ♦ Her, friend, her beloted, herhusbaod, * 

^ Whom Aie so loves, bsr. whom she is so beloved! 

I ^ ^' J^ut from hence, £rpm this grave, 

^^. * f Thou, my Klopstock, and I, and •ur- Son, 

9 o4 J^Oi^ ^^ce will we rise together. 

. . Wordm> Him who abo dial, was buried, and arose! 

^ "^ She was bom March 16, 1728: 

1^ ^ Married June 10, 1754*: and died Nor. ^, 1758^ 
I ^ "^ Her Son sleeps in her arms. 

Hamburgh jlprillOf 11 5Sf* 
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ijttters tcritteri by Itlopstoclk Jo his *^ *,. •£ ^ 

^ departed Metf. I * ** . ^ <l^li 

- „^ ■ . ■ - " -It- '^ •" »* ^ 

I HAVE hitherto restr%ed iqgr i*ridLof writffl^g' * 
something which might perhapA be %iac(e 
known to thee before my death; .because! fe^d- ^^ % 
that my feelings would t^e too strong hqld on mi, '^^ •"• | 
But now that I have just read over my Ifist letteriT ^* ^^''^ 

*t -Mf Jjte' ^1 

, to thee, I can no longer withstand that #lsh.-^ *^ 



1 



? 



i Where sh^ I begin, my WOW quite heaveiilyfriendi ^^ £ 

*» Can it be, that some small part of thy iwf>eseiit ♦, 

unspeakable happiness consists in thinking of^|K?li^ ^^m ^ 
Ah ! wretched I was left behind.— ^I ain a sinfidk 9 

- tilt* ^^^ 

- ' and still on this side of the grave. Yet did^the « 

Being of beings^eninit me to foresee my fate. 0&|^* 
4 \, this I am convinced, that it makes a part of t|S^^ 
Vpreseat happiness to remember, what never canT)e ^ 
[ forgotlea by me, the grace that I received at %^ 
^ time when I was forced to take leave of thee. Th(MgP 
tn ust have seen in my face the joy whick Go 





gave inc> f)ostth6u know how I felt, my Mgfa? 

Yes, I will still call thee hy that sweet name! My * "^^l 
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llfpul was Iligl% ||KaIted. I no «i(lre saw death in 

» « thyjaoe; I felt not the clammy coldness of thy 

y ^ Jbaqj^. — I canftbt fully 4esc«ibe my situation; but/; 

* thi^ J know, that4o a .martyr over whom I had 

•]^ 'w*. # seen Heavea open, I should have cried with no 

^ 5 .' .other feelings, f^ Thanksgiving, and worship, and 

i^ pi^ise, be to fbe All-wise and the All-merciful!*' 

^ May this be still my ruling thought, and be that 

wlpich thouishalt first hear of me; if, indeed, diou 

^ ^ Cpnst hear t)f me before my death. The angels 

^^ ^concern themselves with many things relating to 

^ K r «^ mcutals, and perhaps witti more than we believe. 

w^*'* Or peirhaps the first of our friends who goes to 

^ Heaven wilt tell thee what I now ^nute. In this 

J. j^ * hope I will reps^ty Thanksgiving, and worship, and 

praise,: be to the AlUwise and the All-merciful} 

f -Yes, with this heavenly salutation shall pur blessed 

^^./ * friend accost thee, in my nsmie, O thou perfected, 

gind highly beloved I 






LETTER II. 






I Was forced to break off; but I will now tell thee 

^^ something, I cannot repeat it all, of what befel 

me aftqr I left thee. liad before prayed with 






^» 



♦' 



% 



» 



¥ -r V : 9 ^ 









^^ } ^* . .. • -^ - ^'^' . 

much uaeasinew a^A anguish : I could how prajrfT ^ •i^ 

with quite differeat feelings. I intreat^ Hecfect w iiS| 

f- submission; mj soul Ul^ng oti^ObD ;,1 ^as^reJF % * # 

freshed, I was comforted, and pdrepamlfo£,the • 

t stroke that was akeady so near.-K.nearer tl^an I 4^^ >^ 

r thought. I believed that.tbou.woiildst yet^live ,*1 ^4 

some hours, (this was my onlp hiipe,) andf tliat ^%- 1^ 

according to thy wisb^ expressed uot long b^ore I^ .^^' 

'left thee, I might once morel be permi^ed to prwr ^ " ^^ 1 

,. *" with thee. But how often are our thoughts not\ Zt 

' ' . as God's thoughts. Thou wert departed'! ^ They^ ^ ^ * ^ 

told me so, but in such a manner that finha mo* |p < ** ' 

^ ' * ment I believed th©e delivered of our child^ an» ^^-^ 

4 ^ heard in the mxt that thou wast with God! — ^TU»^ ^ * 

«trokei which oveircame the others, only Bhook m^. ^ m. 

- IJow was' this, thou beloved of my .^oul ? My ^ 

^ prayer was heard. I strove to be perfectly re-i» 7? 

^ signed ; and perhaps &ou hadst thea for the first ;^ 

* time prayed for me in the other wbdd.-r-I wept ^^ "^ ^i 

not, nor yet was I in that state of extreme emotion **-^^ 

% in which one cannot weep. | sajd soon afler thy . ^ ;-: 

death; '* She is not far from me." And thou wast^^ j^ ^ 

not far from me; we were both in the hand of the \ ^ \W' 

Omnipresent.— After some time, I wished to see^^ ^ 4 ^ 

that which, just before^ I had caUed py Meti|. ^ f n 
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They prevented me, aad a ^cond stillness came 
^ 'into my soul, as I said to one of our friends, 
' «> Then I will forbear. She wiU arise agfin !** 

< Hi- 

The secojid night came the blessing of thy death, 
^ ^ (till then I had considered it only «s a trial,) the 
vjblessing of such a deat;h in its full power came on 
^* me. I passed ab^ve an hour in silent rapture. 
Jf^ Only oiM^e in my life did I ever feel any thing 

V* ^^aimUar, when, in ,my youth, I thought myself *^ 
^ flying. But the moments of my expected depar- /*^ 
^ * ture thtn^were somewhat different. My soul was 
r* raised with-g^titude anfl joy, but that sweet still- 

m ness WJ88 not in it. Thou knowest how alive my' 
feelings were, and How words flowed to me like a 
torrent. But now the highest degree of peace 
'^ with which I am acquainted was in my soul. ,^ 

Hiis state began with my recollecting that thy 
Accomplisher an.4 my Advocate satd^ " He who « 
loveth father or mother mpre tiian me, ia not 
♦^ worthy of me.'' It is impossible- to desciibe^all 
the biasings of- this hour. I was never before 
with such certainty convinced of my salvation. I 
# thank thee, with my whole soul, my heavenly 
friend ! for I have a strong idea that thy prayers 
obtaiflfid for me this great blessing. So, perhaps. 
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at our parting,— Ah! the time will come when , 

we shall part no more !— Now, my Meta, do H ^ - ^ 
weep^ but thanks be to Him who then enabled m^ 
to rejoice. — At our parting perhaps I did not beg * 

in vain, that thou wouldst be my^^gu^dian angel ;'i^ ^ ^ ♦ 
or rather, this our last wish was' heard of JStb \ ir* \ 

.-- r ■ '" ^ "% "* - 

LETTER III^ . ' \ ^^ 



m^ »t. 



^^ 



How much should I have to write, if I aMowed * 

myself to be at all circumstantial in the descriptaon - 9 ^ 

of what I now feel for thfee ; now that 4 am alone, * m 

that I live without thee! now much should i, . ^ * 

have to tell thee ! But 1 must restrain myself. » ^ 

I should oftener give way, my. Meta^ to the 

" ' * ' % * 

melancholy that oppresses me, I should think § ^ 

myself justified in giving way tp it, if I had i^llt ..r * ^ 

experienced so much grace, ajt the .tim# wlient ^ 

the stioke of thy death fell on me; if I did ngd^ ^'- 

remember it^with joy and gratitude. I am obliged-^ .^ ^f 

to call it to mind to restrain the melancho^ which ^ 

came on even now as I recollected that there are 9^* 4 

but a few days to thy hirtlMlay, ^hich thou didst 'I * ^ 

net outlive. How shall I pass it without her?" *' 

Piut I will ask this questic^ np more, Was.I not ^^' 

■ - " ^ . ' '* " k" '" «• 
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* « AH the ideas that man can fonn of the ways of Pro- 

.^ * vidence^ and of the employments of Angels and SpiiiiSy must 

'" ^ ever fall short of the reality; but still it is right to think of 

^ them, and to raise his ideas as high a& he can. He glorifies 

^ the inhabi^nt of Heaven, and at the same time gives a proof 

# of human greatness, when he raises the idea of perfe^on to 

the highest degree that we are capable of conceiving. What 

^ can have a more exalting influence on the ei^pthly life, than 

^ ; in these first days of our existence, to make ourselves con- 

||. - yersant with the lives of the Blessed^ with the happy Spirits 

whose society we shall hereafter enjoy, and with the future 

gjiories of the virtuous. By these ideas the min4is prepared 

andfonned to step forthwith more confidence on the great 
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wonderfully si^^portedon the day of thy death?—. 

^ A little while ago, as I was alone, at the approach 
of night, I imagined so itrongly, I could almost , 
say with such a degree of certainty, that thou wert * 

^ ^before me> that I more than once spoke to thee. 
Oh ! if tjiou wert indeed with me, then I need say 
nothing more. Ye iohabitants of Heaven ! are ye 
softiilimes around us ? Qh, if this is allowed, my 
Metahas often already .be^a with me! And why 
shfKuld ye not be permitted sometimes to visit 
us ? Are ye not like the Angels ; and are not the * 
Angels sent down to minister to them who shall be * 

heirs of salvation ?* But if thou bast not been 
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allaw^d to yisil me^ dilAi wilt sooo^ perhaps, ^i^ar 
something of me. I bel^ve that tbie nmnber h ^ ^ 
not small of those who are my friinds without my ^ 

knowing them ; and whom I should love, if I did ^ ^ 

'toiow them. Perhaps it may not be long before ^ « * 

* ' a 
one of these will die, and then,^my Meta^ then 

will he hasten to thee with my heavenly salutattoi% ^ 

^ (may I not call it so ?) and with an account o^lSb. ^ 

mercy which I have experienced. How narrow * 

are my thoughts ! As iC thou couldst not already 

know by other means what has befallen tske simcfsr 

thy death; as if thou didst not much more accflh 

rately know the intentions and the consequences * 

of it. — May-^I fiiffil the intentions, whicb Gob,^ m 

• this gfeat trial, and in the grace whei%with He Jr' 

supported me, had in view ! I beseech, 1 implore # • 

thee, merciful Jehovah ! let me not quite fall shor^ * ¥' 

of them ! O what it is to wander still in the wil- 

demess, and never be at home! How dangerous* ' 

is jdfie temptation to sin ! ,. "^ 

theatre of the world. We should accustom ourselvesj to c«n* f^ 
•ider the Spirits of Heaven as always around us; observing aUr ^ Ji ^^. 
«ur steps, and witnessing our most secret adions. Whoever > ' 
is Income familiar with these ideas, will find the most 8o]ata||r ^ 
place peopled wkh the b«8t society?*.^— iT/o/i/criL ^' 4» 

4- * . ■is Jff ■ 









^ # 









^ - * 



,;.. .... 



*.. _ _ _ _ 



I 



^If||rmeaa6ifith which I«in unacquainted thou 
dost l»iaw^8«BM|thiBg of me^ yet there i& prabaMy 



^ 



i!.u^ 
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"^ much which is noil io^portaat enough to be told 
Ihee. I V4I therefore mention yet b, little ooiore 
(¥hal I wish thee ip boar. Certainly not witfa^ 
« tuch-^g(»raw HSr can itr any degree diminidi^y * 

4 present felicity, yet witti some soft emotion for 
^ my fate, thou feelest now what those letters :iiust ^ 
be to me> those letters ia which thou didst suppose 
*me whei^ thou art now, ^irfid' thyself , yet here, - j- 

j^ ^^IFrmn ihMw&rldjfor^mm^y*^* my Meta. Yes, ' ^ 

^ it is short, -Teiy short, the for ever of thte ^^orld. ^ 

I How soon wilfft 1I10U tako2 £K)m meb Hqw sud- ^ ^ 
denly was H^y time, with ^all its heappiness, gone "^..^ * 
lor me! .But never, never will I jcomplain! Not* ^ v j^j^ 

• ^ even that the^r ev^r of Aiainrorld often appears^ ^ M 

to me far from short. How can I complain ? % 
How can Iforgiet the comfort, &e gracious r^esh- ' , ^ 

ment wbich restored my soul, when my path wa£s 

•-■■'*' k 
the roi|gbest, when tlie wilderness of my pilgi^L ^ 

ipage most resembled that shadowy vale which 

thou didsttraverse? Yes, Meta> no heart but si^ph 

as thine, could, with a tenderness beyond compari- * 

son, have wished to outlive thy -Beloved? Full well 

* See page 137. .^ . % 
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I know how dften said jk|pw eames% thagj^ hnit 
wiphed this when thou wert with m^ smd jwhat I ^,. 
.r felt at th^ time! ^ If % human •^ing coiihl^meQjt "^ 

any thing from God^ I would say that ^y this pur^."^ ^ ^ 
-^ 4^^tendem^ thou hast merited not to be the 4|^rt64||^ 
^ ' one, 16 have thy course so soon accomplished ! It ^ i 

ii exalted virtue to bear t)|e cross, as God wills- # 
^ " buthiii>iF very unequal should I have been to bear ♦ 
it? Thou lememberest bow the liiigh^ arm that ^ 

» Has led me, had ^kmiy begun to sujg|ort me,* 

• ' V when we talked of thy detttb, and I always broke ^^ :" 

off th(f^ subject by saying, " As otir /God jipUir ^ i^i 
Thou knoWest how cheerful we tben^ere* It was 






(% * 



not then far off, that hojir of my tqfturg, and I was * 






^4o be prepared for it? Thou too wouldst not have 1^ 
% ^ ^been too much cast down* To thee too would hav<e • % 
been given stj^ength, more than thou hadst dared ■ 
to hope. And -thankful, (for with gratitude didst |fc 9 
thou always. receive whatever came from tljNehai^ ', I 
- of God,) thank^l wouldst-thou have be^i, and 
^ have repressed the grief 6f thy heart. Ah, INf eta, % 

! dq§t thou not still love me? love me ifo that thy 
\^ * heart, though in Heaven longs for me? Ho# 

sweet, how inexpressibly sweet is this thought! » 

^ Yes, tliou art for ever mine, thou were made for me, ' ^- 
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-,^.. ^i% h&venly ;siove ! ^ O^that'itVould ^ 
ome. thUmoment of our meetings t&t momeQH ,^ 
joy beyoiwfc expressij^n;. O that it would % ^ 

GomeJ — ^But, no, — I niiist not give way to th^9 idea. v* 

1 ^^^^ clearly seen how confinedc we arc|'-' f^ 

ev I regard to our favourile pursuits, I«ie^ ^ -^ : 

t1 h (tf our iiidmdual hs^piness; if I have '^ | ^ 

evw o^K.^ ^"- ^"^-ohgly, it was whdi, soon aSfex thy ^ ' - 
l^^A^th, I suiiiciiiues wished that thou mightest ia ^ 

^ ^'*y make thyself kno^lB^to mer Whiit wish 
uuiu oe more natural^ Atid what truer happiness 

- ^"^-^ ^^ave wished for mysdf in this world? Yet v 

^*- ■•, -* 

„ Y» i^a can be formM with less hope*— And why 

it not ^Ifilled? Because such a discovery is^'^ 

.^^ompatible with the general happiotess of the ' , 

wh lou seest now the whole system of this i 

jrsal happiness. Would it be. disturbed by ^ ^ 

' y making thygelf known- to me, in my ^ last ^r ^ 

r^WiAi^ts?,. O if thou mayfest, without a doubt ^ ^ ^ 

. ^ilt! Then will thou hov!^>* not invisibly, 

•.*wv»nd me; then— -^What heaven is in the 
<► ' ' ' • • " 

thought !——tfien wilt Aou appear to»^y closing 

'^yes ? But do I not wish too much ? Yes, far too 

ouih, if I spoke of reward; but I speak of grace 

hich God through thee might graat me! ^ <P -^^^ 

^ - s' 5*. .¥ ^, # $ f- 
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LETTER IV.' -* * ^. 

^ "^ The idea of thee, when tlidii.wert nea^ ^ath, ^ 

* ^ 4«t)|fteii appears to me now, much mo^ afi^ti 







-;V- , * *?^ 

r ** - than it was at the nloment I saw thee ; at that mo- 

# ^ ment of my great#tTengthehing.*"I4iaven#l|[ of ^ 
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# '^ all thatri« iweet and enchatiting in theM^haaght oiji ' ^ 
jk tllere9Utreoiion,^dof theAl9iidityAwakener,tD • *• 
free mya^lf frbtn tbll image. L^t him who knoniw^^P 
jiot yet the hliss df the Riesui^cection, wtio has not 'm 
•^ ^ tasted its comforts, let him see a lirieiifeor a wife 

die, and be ^ill learn it. '^ough by thisf thought 
% can free myself from this impression, yet I ^^^^jm 
. ^1 now glad that I did not see thee dead 5 Jiowevq|"C , 
^ ^fficiAt it was to me lit the time to f(MS)ear. Thou ^ i 

* ^ C who oouldst^ not fendure a single -^ay's absenc^ 

, frotti me, {Oh, well i knowvhow ill thoii could 

'^*» ^ endure it!) thou didsit cbntehtedfy see me^< 

r thee, and didst i^ send for me to retutn, thougW^lJN^V i 
^ ' ^ hM proi|i|sed to pray witMhee ag^^. 'What was* 

^ ^ % thischang^in thee? Thou witetqgite dfetacbed^*^ 

from this world. It wad the beginning of et^rrisJit^Ji 
life! ^Though I know tfeat thou hast never cei|^8|i *^ 
^^ Y^ nl^tb loye me, yot this thought would be paiiifiil t^ ^^m 
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# * )n4bi^ it not been for the sa)^ 0£;the grea^ 
^Olyect pf our worship, that thou^ didst tear 
^ tifyself even from me. But when thou hadst ob- 
tain^ the prize-^hen^ (this I hope to Goii wbor 
gave thee tome) then didst thou think on. me. 
again; then didst thou wish, with a peacefu^ishof 
he«||pny fiiat I might soon .come to thee I The v^ 
yK mS>( Gop be done, 88 iah^vea sp^also on the eaith! 
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LETTER V. 

■# 

I 'Often Jhink of thy^present felicity, buthovr 

v4mperfectly ! As we,,«o short a time sijice, thongKt 

X* iglf^effher of the bappines of th^ other wockli^ 

fji^r^ Many a time do I figure thee to myself with the 

^ M| bleised0newhowasthychil4;thoii»bappy Ao^er^ 

**%^ of whose bli«i I have sc^rcely'a distant idea4 often ^ 

f^ aol\epresent ihee to myself soaring amidst those 
4k. wljUls, a few of which'^iliuuiinate our nights, and . 
wj^rlwhere thott art continually becoming aoqlBainted ^ ^ 
^ 1^ e.^^^^ new aad^untless i»flti^a}es of t their inh&- » . 
*m Wint^iot^* Ife©^ J^ow ^qpanded is my sol^, duid \. ** ^ j 
m 1111%%^ detached from earth ! T||ou kaowe^|^<$w t 
t ^ ^ ^P^^ ^^ Hiiapturcd wUj|,the * though ^of those ^ " 
m "^^ f^^^^^^^'^f ♦^apjigfeeiiil^ ^ H^ ^ch J^toxth^ . 
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now that thou art amongst them! Here I cftoPln 
some degree follow thee, but when I would trace % 
thee where thou beholdest Him who has redeemed 
us. Him whom even on earth thou Adst so much I^ve, 
^ lose myself, and my ideas alihost totally fail! 

The ffer of the Apocalypse saw, on Mount 
Si^, high in heaven, a Lamb, standing covered ^ 
with wounds of glory, and with^recious blood of ^ f 
Ovation ! TJxete stood around him an hundrecit ^ V 
,jand forty-four thousand redeemed; conspicuous £3 
on their foreheads was inscribed the name of the 
Everlasting Father. As the sea, as the voice bf^ i 
thunder, the harps rebounded in the hands of the -^ ^ 
redeemed. Of the Son they sung, of the Son ! For ji ^ 
life eternal descended on their souls from tJie ^ 
glodpiii wounds of the Lamb! P 

I wiU take leave i»f thee no more. We are hoth ^^t* 
in the hand of Him who is every where ! ^^ ^ 
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ODES. 



ALL who have read Klopstock's Odes must be 
sensible of the difficulty, perhaps I might; 
say the impossibility of giving the English reader a 
just idea of them. Those which are now oflfered 
; to the public, are selected from many which Miss 
Smith translated, because, from their subjects^ 
they are connected with the preceding letters. 
For the simple mode of translation which is here 
adopt^, I find the following apology in an unfi- 
nished preface ]>y Miss SmitIe* 

'* I venture, to offer a few remarks, to obviate 
aome objections, which 1 know will be made, to 
the translations of those Odes of Klopstoek which 
appfiar in this work. It will be said they are 
roi^gh. I grant it; but let it be remembered that 
my aim has not been to make finished English 
Odes, but to give to the English reader, as far aji 
lay in my power, an idea of Klopstock's Odes. 

Q 

r 
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Klopstock himself is rough;* not because he was 

ignorant of the powers of harmony^ for he studied 

thaty and brought the German language to a pitch 

of excellence it had never before attained ; but he 

is rough, because his su,bjects in general are such 

as do not admit of polished versification. They 

itre sublime, wild, often unconnected except by 

some thin thread of the Poet's fency, which 

every reader will not catch. Tlie merit of the Odes 

consists in the depth of thought, the conciseness 

of expression, the loftiness of the ideas; their 

character throughout is energy and strength. And 

shall these magnificent poems be tortured into our 

dull tune of ten syllables, because the English ear 

is so accustomed to it that it is become" a sort? of 

national lullaby? Shall a lioble thought be dragged 

out into weakness, tofiirupadrsNirlingline? SfaEall 

the expression be totally lost to make a jingle at the 

end? Klopstock had an aversion to rhyme''^^— - 

* As I am informed that the truth of this assertion may 
justly be disputed, I beg leave to observe that Miss Smith 
was self-taught, and little accustomed to hear the German 
language either read or spoken, though she understood it 
remarkably well. Her enthusiastic admiration of Kllopstock 
was not diminished by her supposing him occasionally defi- 
cient ifl what she always considered as by no means essen- 
tial in the composition of sublime and animated poetry. 
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To this unfinished sketch I will only add my 
persuasion, on the authority of good judges, that 
the few poems which are printed in this volume 
will be found to convey the sense of the author 
with an uncommon degree of accuracy, and with 
much of the strength of the original. 



TO EBERT. 



A Dread ideayEBERT ! from the cheerful board 

Drives me to deepest g^oom; 
In vain thou bidst me o'er die care^lispelling glass 

To cherish cheerful thoughts ; 
I must awayy and weep. — Perhaps diese soothing tears 

May wash away my woe* 

soothing tears 1 by nature wisely were ye giv'n 

To attend on human grief. 
Were it not, so^ — could man not weep his misery. 
How would he bear it then ? 

1 must away, and weep^-^my agonizing thought 

Yet powerful strives within me. • 

£b£Rt ! suppose them now all gone,— the sacred grave 

O'erwhelming all our friends. 
And we two lonely ones,— we only left of all. 

Art thou not speechless, Ebert? 
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Looks not thine eye mournful around, then fixes Tiewless ? 

So my sight died away; 
So I too trembled, when this terrific thought 

In thunder struck me first. 
As when a traveller hastening to his home, his wife. 

His manly hopeful son. 
His blooming daughter; weeps ev'n now for their embrace,— 

Him thunder overtakes, 
Striking destroys, then turns his form to dust. 

And up in triumph seeks 
Again the lofty clouds of Heaven,-^so struck the thought 

My agitated mind : 
My eye was lost in darkness, and my trembling knees 

Unnerv'd and powMess sunk. 
In silent night the vision of the dead pass'd by,— 

I saw our friends all pass;^- 
And oh I in silent night I saw the open graves, 

I saw th' immortal host ! 
When tender Giesecke's eye shall smile on pie no more,— 

When far from Radichen 
Our upright Cramer pines, — when Gartner, Rabener's 

No more Socratic speaks, — tongue 

In the harmonious life of noble-minded Gellert 

When ev'ry string is hush'd,— 
Beyond the grave when open-hearted Rothe 

Seeks the companions of his joy, — 
When lively Schlegel from a longer exile 
To no friend writes again^— 
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When in my dearest Schmidt's embrace my eye no more 

Weeps tears of tenderness,— 
When with oar fathers Hagedorn is laid to rest; 

Ebert! what are we then ? 
We, dedicate to pain, whom here a mournful fate 

Has left behind them all I . 
Should one of us then die — (my thought leads on 

From shade to deepest gloom )-p-r- 
Should one of us then die, and one alonie remain. 

And should that one be me ; — 
Should she too then have loy'd me, she who is to love, 

Should she too rest in dust. 
And I remain the only one^-^^emain alone on earth, — 

Wilt thou, immortal mind, ., 

Thou soul for friendship formed, behold those empty days. 

And yet retain thy feeling? 
Or wilt thou stupified suppose them nights, and sleep. 

And rest> devoid of thought? 
But shouldst thou then awake to feel thy misery. 

Eternal suffering mind ! 
Call when thou wak*st my lost friend's image from the grare; 

Restore me only that. 
Ye graves, where sleep my friends, abodes of those I lovr, 

Why lie ye scattered wide? 
Ah ! why not side by side placed in a blooming vale. 

Or gather'd in a grove? 
O lead the dying son of other days ; — 1*11 ge 

With tottering steps, and plant 
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On every grave a cypresdi— 4heyet shaddesstreet 

For after ages tend; ' 
At night upon the tc^mast boughs the' heavenly 'forms 

Of my unmortals see, 
And trembling raise my head to Heav'n, atid weep, and die. 

O bury then the dead 
Beside the grave by which he died. Gorrupdon! tiike. 

Then take my tears and me. 
Cease, sable thought ! O cease to thunder in my soul. 

Deep as eternity, 
As judgment fearful, cease. The o'er-whelmM soul 

No more can grasp the thought. 



TO FANNY. 



WHEN I am dead, when all those bones are dust. 
When thou, my eye, hast, closing, ceas'd to weep ; 
No more, to where the unknown future dwells. 
In humble expectation to look up; 
When my poetic fame, of youthful tears 
The fruit, and of my love to Thee, Messiah, 
Is also pass'd away ; or but by few 
Is in this lower world remember'd still ; 

When thou, my Fanny, too, hast long been dead, 

« 

And when thy mild eye's cheerful, placid smile. 
And its expressive look, is also quench'd ; 
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When, unobserved of the ignoble crowd. 

The virtuous deeds of all thy life are done, 

More worthy fame than is the Poet's, song. 

And ah ! when one more fortunate than I 

Thou shalt have lov'd, (O leave me yet my pride,) 

More fortunate, but not more virtuous ; 

Then will there be a day when I shall rise. 

Then will there be a day when thou wilt rise ; 

Then shall no fate again divide the souls 

Which, Nature, thou didst for each other doom. 

Then, with the scale in his uplifted hand. 

When God shall fortune against virtue weigh. 

What's now discordant in. the course of things 

Shall then in endless harmony unite. 

Then, as tliou standest new-awak'd, will I 

Hasten to thee, nor wait until a Seraph 

Shall tak^ my nand, and lead to thee, irp mortal : 

Then shall thy Brother, tenderly by me 

Belov'd, haste with me. Then, with tears of rapture, 

Will I beside thee stand, and call thee Fanny, 

And press thee to my heart. O then, eternity, 

Thou'rt all our own ! Ye joys, above the pow'r 

Of song, O come, ye joys unspeakable ! 

Unspeakable as^^now my woe ! Till then 

Run on my life I The hour will surely come. 

That calls us to the silent, cypress shade. 

Ye intervening hours, clouded and dark. 

Be dedicate alone to mourning love ! 
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TO BODMER. 

[^See Fragments^ page 169.] 

HE who directs our fate, disperses oh 
In empty air the purest wish we breathe 
After some golden image of deh'ght^ 
And sets a labyrinth where man would walk. 
Deep in the distance of eternity 
God sees ; — a scene^ to us invisible. 
Alas ! they find not one the other, they 
Who for each other and for love were made; 
Now in bx distant climes their lot is cast. 
And now long ages roll their course between. 
Ne'er did my eye behold thee, Addison, 
Ne'er did my ear learn wisdom from thy Kps. 
Nor ever yet did Singer* smile on me. 
She who unites the living and the dead. 
Thee too I never shall behold, thou who 
In after times, when I have long been dead, 
Shalt rise most like me, made for my own heart, 
And thine will pant for me. I shall not s^ 
How thou employ'st thy little span of life," 
Unless thy Guardian Angel 1 become. 
Thus did His sovereign power ordain, who viewt 

* Mrs. RowE. 
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The fathomless abyss of infinite. 

Yet oft, in mercy, doth He bring to pass 

What the poor trembling heart scarce dar^d to hope. 

As from a dream awak'd, we see our bliss, 

Enraptur'd see om* fondest widi folfill'd: 

Such was n^y joy when Bodmer first I met. 



THE RECANTATION. 



LONG drown'd in deepest woe, I kMiSt the pdw'ir 
Of love ; that love which, fled from earth, still deigns 
To visit humble virtue's calm retreat. - ' o 

Such as the first of lovers felt, When first, ' 
All innocence, he view'd the glassy stream-} ' 

He saw the flowers which graced th* o'erJianging bank; 
With inexperienced eye he saw, and'smiPdl 
Thus love appear'd to me. Why th«i, O Pain, 
Didst thou seek out thy deepest-wounding shaft. 
With keenest anguish barb-d, to plunge me deibp, 
Deep in a night of woe! Years are gone by, 
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TO CIDLI, SLEEPING. 

SHE sleeps ! O gentle Sleeps shed from thy wingrt, 
Balsanuc life o'er all her tender frame ! 
From Eden's pure and peaceful fount 
Draw forth some drops of liquid crystal^ 

And sprinkling them where from her lovely cheek 
The rose is fled, restore the glowing ti^ts ; 
And thouy sweet Peace of Virtue and of Love^ 
Thou fairest of the graces^ with thy wingi 

O shade my Cmu! See» she sleeps;: how suUl 
Be silent thou my softest string: thy laurel wreath 
Shall fade^ if froij^ her slumber thou awake. 
With gendest whisper wake my sleeping love ! 



TO MR. SCHMIDT. 

SLEEP from my eyes is fled, with all its train 

Of airy dreams^ for poets only made. 

The hill, the vale is still; o*erspread with dew, 

That silent creeps within the slumbering flowers. 

Friend, all things sleep! My {lest, my kindest friend. 
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In this beloT^dy this solemn sullness^ ScmnDT, 
With strong emotion do I think on thee. 
On thee^ though distant far. O that these arms. 
Thou much belovedy could press thee to my heart t 
Thy mournful friend weeps for thy lost embrace^ 
Of which ourxruel fate deprives me still* 
Behold, how noble souls like brothers love; 
No — brothers love not half so tenderly. 
Yet dost thouy fate, divide those noble souls. 
And pierce with deepest woe the bleeding heart! 
Thus am I left to breathe my secret si^s 
Far from the faithful friend, whose gentle look 
Shall copofort me no more ! Thus do I breathe 
My secret sighs, as awful midni^t sdll. 
And what I sigh can reach no human ear. 

Now torturing thought restrains the bursting tear. 
What agonizing image tears my soul! 
Again the form of my lost wife I see, 
She lies before me, and she dies again ; 
Again she smiles on me, again she dies. 
Her eyes now close, and comfort me no more ; 
No more her mouth divine shall whisper peace. 
That mouth for ever full of God and heaven. 
No more she gently chides the silent tear 
That fearful shrunk from her observrug eye. 
She saw the tear, was grieved, and firmly cry'd, 
" Thou lov'st me, O my friend, and dost thou weep V^ 
I check'd the tear, in spite of inward grief. 
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Calm and reaigQ*d^. I stgh-d not to 'be heanL ' 
O who shall now iofbid my. teera to^owt 
Her toice inspires witht &>rtitude no more i 

Still will I strive to check my ceas^lesBJWoe^ 
That if she nowimy guatxlian aogel be,. 
And view me still, she may not loveaae less. 
Because I have not stisngdi of mtadlike her«.<' 
Now that amongst i^nmoftal 8 thou doft dweli^ 
If still weak mortals may deserve thy ^re^ 
O if thou love me stilly . by heavenly rules 
Condemn me not;— ^I am a man^ and mourns 
Support me, though unseen : thyxheeiii^.' ejre: 
Can arm my spul with more th&n human skrengthi; 
Then will I learn to check my woe, till thou 
In death shalt te^ch me to be firm lUce theei 

O never, never can I cease to mourn 
This best of friends! Mourn with me. distant umes^ 
More virtuous times perhaps dian ours. I see 
Around her grave, I see ye weeing stand. 
And strew the turf with flow'rs, and midst your tears 
Say to your sighing daughters, *^ Be like herJ" 
O friend of virtue, in thy arms I wish 
To shed these tearp, for thou woulHst weepi wltlimel 



[To these transUtioosisadd^d aa oiigii^al pQ«m by Mifs Smith.] 
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TO KLOPSTOCK, 

Br Miss Smith* 

ACH, sie finden sich nicht, die fiir einander doch, 

Und zur liebe geschaffen sind; 
Jetzo trennet die nacht fernerer Himmel sie 

Jet20 lange jahrhunderte.* Xhpstoek, 

THUS, blessed Spirit, ran thy deep complaint ; 

In all things else, to Heaven's high will resigned. 

This only seem'd too hard : — and hard indeed 

It is^ that time and space should intervene 

To part those souls, by their Creator's hand 

Attun'd to concord ; — seeming thus ordain'd 

To mingle sounds in heavenly harmony, , 

Yet sundered now so far, no breeze can waft 

The dying tones of one, to vibrate on 

The other's sympathetic chords. — ^Nor is 

This alL— Doom'd each to mix with neighbour notes, 

Notes, not perhaps ill-sounding, yet with them 

Jarring in discord insupportable. 

This — this indeed is hard. It tempts suspicion 

• Alas! they find not one the other,— they 
Who for each other and for love were made; 
Now in far distant cUnies their lot is cast, 
And now long ages roll their couifse between* 

Ode U Bodmer^ page '232. 



[ «40 ] 

Of Providence eteraal, tempts to think 
The great machine of nature ia derang'd. 

Vain, babbling Reason, peace! — Now Klopstock knows^ 
He knows, and bids thee sing, — this too is trial ! 
For trial were we sent to dwell on earth. 
And what severer could be found than this ? 
What other is there, to a virtuous mind 
That sees the nothingness of present life. 
The glory of the future,— and with love 
Unmix'd, looks up to Him, the only good ? 
Sickness or health, riches or poverty. 
To such a mind are nothing ; easy weights. 
If friendship help to bear them; — ^but to live 
With those whose ev'ry word, and gesture, thrill 
Discordant through our fame; this is severe 
Unceasing trial. — But the more severe 
Th' appointed trial, the louder does it call 
Our courage up, and bid us instant arm 
With Heav'n-ward patience and submission meek; 
Trusting, when time and space shall be no more. 
To meet those souls from which they now divide us. 
If now possessing them, too happy here. 
This Earth were Heav'n, and nothing left to wish. 
In mercy, God forbids us here to taste 
A long continuance of such happiness. 

There's yet another cause, celestial Kix>pstock, 
Why souls for friendship form'd can seldom meet. 
They must be cast in Nature^s finest mould 
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# 

Of the sublimer essence of creation ; 

And such are scarce;— at intervals sent dowoy 

As were of old the Prophets, to recall 

The baser herd to duty's sacred path, — 

To dress old truths ip an attractive garb,— 

To shew men " virtue in herself how lovely,**— 

To explore the depths of science,— to unveil 

The mysteries of nature,— and beyond 

The narrow sphere of human ken, to make 

Discoveries which might damp the reasoning pride 

Of dabblers in philosophy, and prove 

That things they cannot understand, exist;—- 

That, other men have higher faculties. 

And thence might lead them to imagine, beings 

Yet higher in the scale of intellect : 

Truths which no human mind could ever grasp. 

These, to my weak perception, seem some ends 
By Providence propos'd in sending down. 
At times, to earth, these high intelligences. 
And those were sure not answer'd, if they came 
At once, or in a cluster on the stage. 
Then other parts of space and time would want 
Their share of lustre;— and to fill the void 
If more of first-rate genius were produced. 
This world's affairs would run into confusion^ 
Too near, too little to employ such minds. 
And thus, immortal Klopstock, souls like thine 
Of friendship worthy, because capable. 
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Can scarce expert to meet their lilEc ion euthf 
Since for the geaeral good ikef oome^ 4MEid BOt 
Their private happinessi— better «ittMn'd 
By staying in their nati^ oomitry, Heav'n; 
And since this earth wodd be to them a Heay'dy 
If with their equals <nly they conversed* 

'Tis true thou wast^ a little while, most Ideal; 
But 'twas to th' end that thy exaix^ley when 
Divine command recall'd the treasure lentf 
Might prove an usefiil lesson to the world; 
Teaching, more feelingly than precept could, 
Loving as thou didit, to resign like thee! 
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